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TO HER 

ROYAL HIGHNESS 

THE 

PRINCESS OF Vv^ALES^ 



Madam, 

IF I take the liberty, once more, to crave 
the protection of your Royal Highness, 
for another tragedy of my writing, it is be- 
caufe I am led, almoft unavoidably, to it, by 
my fubjeft. In the charafter of Eleonora 
I have endeavoured .to reprefent, however 
faintly, a Princess diftinguifhed for all the 
tirtuetf that render greatnefs amiable. I have 
aimed, particularly, to do juftice to her in* 
A 2 






DEDICATION. 



violable aflfcdlion and generous tendcmefs ft i>r i 
a Prince, who was the darling of a grc iat 
and free people. 

Their defcendants, even now, will own, 
with pleafure, how properly this addrcfs i$. 
made to your Royal Highkess. I am, with 
the profoundcft refpeft. 

Madam, 

^Tour Royal Hiomhsss'ii 

Mq/i humblii 

Jnd mojl devoted 
Servant^ 

JAMES THOMSON. 
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PROLOGUE, 

bt a friend. 

JN former timer^ t&hen fiem rertghns rag^y 

And priejily fway deformed each fujprlng age^ 
jill manly tvit, all ttfeful learning lay 
In darknefs loft^ nor hop^d returning day. 
Religion then *was Jlain'd by cruel deeds : 
And free-born Reafon fioop^d to craft and creeds.- 
But happier ivet—And tho* to-night *we Jhovj 
What fatal ills from blind devotion Jhiv^ 
^Tis not that tve fuch rage rene^d can feary 
Or dread the hand of perfecution her e 
Our fcene nuould luide humanity impart; 
Would breathe extenjive candor thro^ the heart; 
Shonv true religion ev'n to error kindy 
And claim the perfe6l freedom of the mind* 

If tooy the poet paints a noble Jlrife 
^Tiuixt the fond hufband and the generous *wife /•' 
If all the father in his voice complains y 
tnd all the mother in her tender flrains ; 

A3 



6 PROLOGUE. 

If thefe heft paffhns prompt the pleafing -iiw. 

Indulge it freelf Nature bids it fionu: 

Where parent Nature leads ^ you cannot Jlray ; 
And luhat Jhe nuillfj *tii virtue to obey* 

Fond of Britannia's fame^ and jujl to You, 
He bids old £ng^ hofiour live anew. 
And calls your great firft Edward up to vievj, ' 
But if bis line too 'weakf his Jiroke too faint^ 
The graceful figure in fuU light /b paint; 
In candid part his honeft meamng take^ 
And Jjpare the poet for the heroes fak£^ 
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The Persons reprefented^ 



Edward, Prince of England, 


Mr. Delane, 


Earl of Gloster,< 


Mr. Rofcor 


Theald, Archdeacon of Liege, 


Mr. Roberts* 


Selim, Sultan of Jaffa, 


Mr. Ryan. 


Eleomora, Princefe of England, 


Mrs. Hortoo* 


Daraxa, an Arabian Ptincefs, 


Mrs. HaUam. 


AflaOin, Officers, &c 


»• 



SCENE, Edward's tent in the camp before Jafia, 
a city on the coaft of Faleftine.^ 
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EDWARD AND ELEC^NORA. 



TRAGEDY, 



ACT I. SCENE L 

Prince Edward, The aid Archdeacon of Liege, Earl 

of Gloster. 

Ednu. T Will no longer doubt. *Tis plain, my fnend% 
A That with our little band of Ehglifh troops^ 
By all allies, all weftern pow'rs deferted, 
All but the noble knights that guard this land. 
The flow'r of Europe, and of Chriftian valour, 
NoBght can be done, nought worthy of our caufe^ 
thy of England's heir, and of the name, 
' lon^carted Richard ; who& renown^ 
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After almoil a century claps* J, 

Shakes through its \:'tdc extent this eaftem world. ^ 

What diQ cculd bend the Saracen to peace. 

Who might, with better policy, refiife 

To grant it us ? yes, to the prince of Jaffa 

I will accord the peace he has demanded : 

And tho' my troops, impatient, wait the fignal 

To Aorm yon walls, yet will I not expoie. 

In vain attempts, valour that (hould be fav'd 

For better days, and for the public welfare. 

Rafh fruitlefs war, for wanton glory wag'd. 

Is only fplendid miurder — ^What iays Thcald? 

Approves my rev'rend fother of my purpofe ? 

Toea. Edward, illuftrious heir of England's crowtt» 
I mud indeed be blinded with the zeal 
Of this our holy caufe, to think your arms, 
Thus aH-forfaken, thus betray'd, fufficient 
To reach the grandeur of your firll defign» 
And| from the yoke of infidels, to free 
The facred city, objed of our vows ; 
Yet this, tHethinks, this Jaffa might be teiz^di 
That dill were fomething, an aufpicious omen 
Of future conqueft— But, unfitiil'd in war. 
To you, my lord, and GloderV wtie experience^ 
I this fubmit. 

£Jiv, Speak, G1&(ier, your advice^ 
Before I fix my lated refolution. 

GUJi. You know, my lord^ I never was a' friend 
To this crufado. My unchang'd advice 
Is ftrenuous fUU for peace. Nor this I urg^ 
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Vratn our ddertcd arms* and caiife betray'd, 
i But from the iUte of our unhappy country. 
j Behold her^ Edward^ with a filial eye, 
[• And fay, is this a time for th&fe adventures ? 

Beliold her thoo with deep -commotion {h6ok, 
I Beneath a faife delufive face of quiet : 

Behold her bleeding yet from civil war, 
i Exhauftedj funk ; drain'd by ten thoufand arta 
i Of lawjefs impofition, prieftly fraud, 4 ^ 

Italian leeches, and inlattate Rome ; 

i'That never rag*d before with fuch grofs infult. 
With fuch abandon^ avarice. Befides, 
Who knows whait evil counfellors, again, 
j • Are gathered round the throne ! In times Kke thefe, 
I Difturb^d, and lowering with unfettled freedom, 
t One ftep to lawlefs pow*r, one bold attempt 
j Rencw'd, the leaft infringemeut of our charters. 
Would in the giddy, nadoa raife a tempeft. 
Return, my prince. You have already fav*d 
I Your father from his foes, from haughty Lcifter i 
! Now fave him from his minifters, from thofe 
Who hold him captive in the worft of chains— . 
Ednv. You, Glofter, fav'd us botli. 
\i Glofi. I did my duty ; 

Ev'n while I jofn'd with Leifter, did my duty — 
I hope I did— *He,. who contends for freedom, ^ 
Can ne'er be juftly decmM his fov'reign's foe : 
No ; 'tis the wretch that tempts him to fubvert itj 
^ ^oothing Have, the traitor in the bofom. 



14 EDWARD AMD ELEONORA* 

Who bcft dderves that name ; he is a worm 
That eats out all the happinefs of kingdoms. 

Edward, return ; loic not a day, an hour^ 
Before this city. Tho* your caufe be holy. 
Believe me, 'tis a much more pious office. 
To fave your father's old and broken years. 
His mild and eafy temper, from the fhares 
Of low, corrupt, iniinuatbg traitors : 
A nobler office far i on the firm bafe 
Of well-proportion'd liberty, to build J 
The common quiet, happinefs and glory. 
Of king and people, England's riling grandettr. 
To you, my prince, this taflt, of right, belongs* 
Has not the royal heir a jufter claim 
To fhare his father's inmoft heart «Qd counfels, 
Than aliens to his int'reft^ thofe who make 
A property, a market of his honour ? - 

One reafon more allow me to fuggeft 
For peace, immediate peace — fliould blind thisfortune. 
In this far diflant hoftile land, opprefs us ; 
A chance to which our weaknefs (lands expos'd ; 
What, Edward, of thy princefs would become,' 
Thy Eleonora ! £he, whofe tender love 
Thro' ftormy feas, and in fierce camps attends thee? 
What of thy blooming oflfspring ? charg'd with thefc, 
To give our courage fcope were cruel rafhnefe. , 

'£d*w. Enough* my lord, I ftand refolv'd on peaces 
And will to England (Irait. — But where, alas, 
Where (hall we cover our inglorious heads i " 



When gay with hope the people round us prefs, 

^o hear by what exploits we have fuftain'd 

The fame of Richard, and of Englifh valour? 

Shall I, my gen'rous country, I be rank'd 

With thofe weak princes, who confume thy wealthy 

And fink thy name in idle expeditions ? 

Perfidious -France 1 be this the ruling point 

Of my whole Kfe, and paffion of my foul, 

To humble thee, proud nation '—Mean-time, Glofter* 

•See that the captive princefs be reftor'd, 

Daraxa^ to the Sultan of this city, • 

Whofc bride (he is — ^Wc wage not war with women. 

S C E N E 11. 

!Edv^arI), Theald, Gloster, an Officer h^onging U 
the Prince, 

"Off. One from the Prince of JaflFa,' Sir, demands 
Vour fecret ear on fome important meflage^ 

Ed^. Condu<a him to my tent — {Officer g^ies Qut,^ 
He brings, I judge. 

The Sultan's laft inftni(aiens for this peace. 
Here wait t I may yoUr faithful counfel want* 
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S CE N E m. 

Th€ALD, GlOST£R4 

^ I'hea. Whatever* woes, of late, have clouded Eng- 
land, 
Yet muft I, Glofter, call that nation happy, 
On whofe horizon fmiles ^ dawning prince 
Of Edward's worth and virtues. 

Gloft. True, my friend; 
Edward has great, has amiable virtues. 
That virtue chiefly which befits a prince ; 
He loves the people he muft one day rule ; 
With fondnefs loves them, with a noble pride | 
Efteems their good> cftecms their glory hi«. 
One inftance Jt becomes aie to recount, 
That fhows the genuine greatnefs of his fouL 
l^ho' I have met him in the bloody field. 
He fighting for his father, I for freedom ; 
Yet bears his bofom no remaining grudge 
Of thofe diftrafled times ; to me his heart 
Is greatly reconcil'd-r-Virtue ! beyond 
The little unforgiving foul of tyrants ! 

Now will I tell thee, Theald, whence 1 ftoop 
To wear the gaudy chains of court-attendance. 
At theft grey years ; that fnould in calm retirement 
Pafs the foft ev'ning of a buftling life, 
And plume my parting foul for better worlds. 
Amidft his many virtues, youthlul Edward 
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ts lofty, warm, and abfolute of teinp«t : 

I therefore fcek to moderate lu$ iieat. 

To guide his fiery virtues, that, miOed 

By dazzling pow*r and flatt'ring fycophants. 

Might finifh what his father's weaker meafiures 

Have try'd in vaiu. And hence I here attend hitUi 

In expeditions which t ne'er approved, 

In holy wars-— yQur pardon, rev'rend father-^ 

I muSt declare I think fuch wars th^ fruit 

Of idle course or niidaken ^Q^lf 

Sometimes of rapine and religious Tagc, 

To ev'ry mifchief prompt^ 

T^ea. You wrong, my lord, 
You wrong them much'. To ftt this matter only 
Upon a civil footi^ig : fey, what right 
Had robbers rufhing from Arabian deferts, 
Fierce as the funs that kindled up their rage,. 
Thus, in a barb'rous torrent, to bear down 
All Afia, Afric, and profane thetr altars ? 
And to repel brute force by force is juft. 
Nay, does not; ev'n our duty, int'reft, glory^ 
The jCommoA honour of th« Chjpiftian x^ixies 
Require us to reprefa th^ir wild ambition. 
That labours weftward ilill» and threatens Europe ? 

G/qfi. Yes, when th^y burft their lypits, let us check 
them: 
And with a firmer hand than thofe loof<? Chriilians, 
The moft corrupt and abjcdl of mankind, 
£ 'es, doubly flaves, who fufFer'4 thefe Arabians, 
] Jrtuc their fuperiort as in valour^ 

B 2 
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Without refiftance to o'er-run the world. 

By rage and zeal, Ws true, their empire rofe t. 

But now fome fettled ages of poflefllon 

Create a right, than which, I fear, few nations 

,Can fhew a better. Sure I am 'tis madnefs, ^ 

Jnhumau madnefs, thus, from half the world,, 

To drain its blood and treafure, to negleA 

Each art of peace, each care of government;. 

And all for what ? By fpreading defolation. 

Rapine and flaughter o*er the otlier half. 

To gain a conqueft we can never hold. 

I venerate this land, Thofe facred hills^ / 
Thofe vales, thofe cities, trod by faints and prophets* 
By God himfelf, the fcenes of heav'nly wonders, 
Infpire me with a certain awful joy. 
-Bat the fame God, my friend, pervades, fuftainst. 
Surrounds and fills this univerfal frame ; 
And ev'ry land where fpreads his vital prefencC;^ 
His all-enliv'ning breath, to me is holy. 

Excufc me, Theald, if I go too far : 
I meant alone to fay, I think thefe wars 
* A kind of perfecution. And when that, 
That moft abfurd and cruel of all vices, 
Is once begun, where (hall it find an end ^ 
Each in his turn, or has or chiims a right 
To wield its dagger, to return its furies ; 
And, firft or laft, they fall upon ourfelves. 

E^iAj. \_Behind the fcenes.'] Inhuman villain I i" ''7 
meflage murder ? 
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T2^i7. Ha ! heard you aot the prince ezcraimlng 

murder ? 
Gloft. Should this Barbarian meiTenger-^-** 

\^Moving Uixjards the mifi.'} 
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SCENE IV. 



Thealix, Gloster; to them PnTice Edwaud taoundeJ 
in the arm^ and dragging in the ajfafjin. 

£d*w. Detefted wretch f And does the Prince of Jaffa^ 
Send bafe affailins to tranfadt his treaties ? 
There— take thy anfwer, ruffian ; 

[^Stabs him ivith the dagger he had *wrefledfr9m him.'J 
Blow too hafty ! 
I fiiould have faT*^d thee for 9, fitter death. 

y^jffl I would have triumph*d> Chriftian, in thy ragc^ 
For know^ thou vi|e deftroyer of the faithful ! 
That the* my erring dagger mifs'd thy hearty 
Yet has it fir'd thy veins with mortal poifon, 
Whofe xery touch is death — Allah be prais^ I 
O glorious fate 1 prophet^ receive my foul! [ZJ/V/.J 

£dw. ^After a flyort pat^fer^. Why gaze ypu with 
amazement on each other ? 
Arc we not men, to whom the various chancer 
Of life are known ? 
Xjhft. Hal poifon! did he fay ? ' 

en is at once my prince and country l^fl^ I 
^al wound to England I 
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Thea, Quick, my lord. 
Retire and have it drefs'd, without delay"; 
Ere the fell poifon can difFufe its rage, 
And deeply taint your blood. 

Ednu, The princefs comes ! 
O fave me from her tenderneis ! 



SCENE V. 

Edward, Theald, Glostkr ; to them the Prmce/s 
Eleoko&a. 

Eleon, My Edward ! 
Support me \ — Oh! 

Ed'-w. She faints ^my Eleonora ! 

Look up, and blefs me with thy gentle eyes f — 
The colour comes, her cheeks refume their beauty^ 
And all her charms rerive— Hence fptirn that car- 

cafs : 
A fight too fhocking for my Eleonora. 

Eleon> And lives my Edward, lives my deareft lord. 
From this aflaffin fav^d — Alas \ you bleed f 

Ed'W. 'Tis nought, my lovely princefs !— -a flight 
wound 

Eleort, But, ah ! methonght, I entering heard of 
poifon. 
Tainting the blood — What! was the dagger poifonM?— 
Ha ! filent all ? will none relieve my fears ? — 

Ghft, Madam, rcferaiB your tendemefs a momer 
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The prince delays too long — Let him retire. 
Mean-while, the trouBled camp (hall be my carej 
Left the bafe foe fliould make a fudden (ally. 
While yet our troops are ihmn'd with this difaftcrr 

Ed'vu I thank thee, noble Glofter. Nor, alone 
Support my troops ; go, roufe them to revenge ; 
Tell them their injur'd prince will try their love. 
Their valour foon — And you, my friend, good Theald^ 
Attend the princefs-^Cheer thee, Eleonora ! 
I cannot, will not, leave thee long, to vex 
Thy tender foul with aggravated fears. 

Tjsea, Behold Daraxa^ the falfe Sultan's bride* 



SCENE VL 

Eleonora, Theald, Daraxa. 

"Dar^ Princefs of England, let mc (hare thy grieC 
Whence flow thefe tears ? and what this wild alarm. 
This noife of mur4er and aflaflination ? 

EUon, Alas ! the prince is wounded by a ruffian ^ 
And with a poifon'd dagger, as I fear. 
Yet none will eafe me of this racking thought—- 
Nay, tell mc, Theald, fmce to know the worft 
Is oft a kind of miferable comfort ; 
What has befall'n the prince ? for this flight wound 
Could never thus o'ercaft the brave with terror. 

Thea. I dare not, princefs, dally with your fate* 
impious villain, from the Sultan Selim, 
; -^nded to the prince a fccret meflage, 
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About the peace in treaty. Dreading OjOUght, 

He kfc us here, and to ht» tent retir'd» 

There to receive this execrable envoy. 

Strait, wfth the prince alone, the fierce aflaffia 

Attempted on his l%£e ; but, in his arm» 

He took, it fee m$, the bbw, smd from the villaia 

Wrefting the dagger, plung'd it to his heart. 

Thi$ laft we faw, and heard th' inhuman bigot. 

Who deem'd bimfelf a martyr in their caufe, 

Boaft, as he dy'd, the prince's wound was poifon'd-*' 

£/ea7f. Thenaillfisar'distruel then am I wretched. 
Beyond ev'n hope f 

Dar. A villain from the Sultan ! — 

EUon* Ah the diftra<5ling thought \ And is my life I 
My Ipve ! my Edward ! on the brink of fate 1 
Of fate that may this moment fnatcb him from me ! 

Dar. What \ Selim fend affaflins ? and beneath 
A name fo facrcd i Selim, whofe renown 
la incenfe breathing Q'er the fwoctcn'd eaft; 
For each humane, eciih gen'rous virtue fam'd ; 
Selim ! the rock of faith ! and fan of honour ! 

£/eon. O complicated wo ! The Ghriftian cauile 
Has now no more a patron, and rcHorer ; 
England no more a prince, in whom fhe plac'd 
Her glory, her delight, her only hope ; 
Thefc defolated troops no more a chief; 
No more a hufband^ a protestor, I, 
A friend, a lover I and my helplcfc childreB 
No more a f^ither i 
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Bar. Pardon, gentle princefs. 
If in tliis whirlwind of revolving~paffions, 
That fnatch my foul by turns, I have forgot 
To pay the tribute which I owe thy forrows— 
But I myfelf, alas \ am more ujihappy ! 

Eicon. What woes can equal mine ? who lofe, thi» 
vilely. 
The bcft ! the braved! lovelieft of mankind !— 

Dar. You only lofe the man you love ; but I, 
O infiipportable ! muft learn to hate. 
To fcorn what once was all my pride and tranfportl 
Should Edward die by this accuiied crime, 
(Which heav'n forbid) he dies admir'd, belov'd, 
la the full bloom of fame and fpotlefs honour. 
To you, the daughter of illuftrious grief, 
Your tears remain, and fodly-fweet refleftion j 
You with his image, with his virtues, ftill, 
Amidd the penfive gloom, may converfe hold i 
While I — ^Ah ! nothing meets my blafted fight 
But a black view of infamy and horror I 
What is the lofs of life to lofs of virtue ! — 
And yet how can this heav'nly fpark be loft ? 
No ! virtue bums with an immortal flame. 
He is bely'd — fome villain has abus'tl him. 

Thea* I honour, madam, this your virtuous grief: 
But that the Sultan did employ th' aflaffin 
Is paft all doubt—Behold the falfe inftruftions, 
Bv which he gain'd admittance. 

\^Giving h$r the letter the prlnct had dropt.'\ 
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S C E N E II. 

EowAlii), GlosteIi, Thealo. 

Jfi/qjy. [^Enteritig^'} O thou bright fun ! now haft'ning 
to thofe climes, 
That parent-ifle, which I no more ftiall fee ; 
And for whofe welfare oft my youthful heart 
Has vainly form'd fo many a fond defign j 

thither bear, refplendent orb of day, . 
To that dear fpot of earth, my laft farewel 1 

And oh ! eternal Providence, whofe courfci 
Amidft the various maze of life, is fixM 
By boundlefs wifdom and by boundlefs love, 

1 follow thee, with refignation, hope, 
With confidence and joy ; for thou art good. 
And of thy rifiGg gbodnefs is no end ! 

Well met, my deareft friends ! — It was too true, 
The villain's threatening, and I nearly touch 
That awflil hour which ev'ry man muft prove. 
Yet ev'ry man ftill (hifts at diftance from him. 
Come then, and let us fill the fpace between 
■ Thefe laft important moments^ whence We take 
Our lateft tindture for eternity. 
With folemn converfe and exalting friendfliip — 
>Jay-^Theald — Glofter — wound me not with tears^ 
With tear.^ that fall o'er venerable cheeks ! 
What could the princefs more ? — Ah 1 there, ir 
At ev'ry thought of her, I feel a weight, 
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A dreadful weight of teadernefs, that ihakes 
M7 firmeft refolution — ^Where is fhe ? 

Thea. She bums with fond impatience to attend you. 

Ed'U}. And how, brave Oloftcr, did you leave the 
camp ? 

Glofl, The camp, fir, is fecure : each foldier there 
From indignation draws new force and fpirit. 

'tis a glorious, an afFe<5ting fight ! 

Thofe furrow'd cheeks that never knew before 

The dew of tears, now ki a copious fliow'r 

Are bath'd. Around your tent they, anxious, crowd, 

Rank over rank : fome prcffing for a look ; 

Some fadly muiing, with dejedted eye; 

Some, (^n their knees, preferring vows to heav'n ; 

And, with extended arm, fome breathing vengeance. 

" Bafe Saracensy they cry, perfidious cowards ! 

*• But blood fliall waft out blood— *Ah ! poor atone- 

*' ment, 
** Did the whole bleeding city fall<r vi(5lim !" 
Ediu. Alas, that to repay their faithful love 

1 cannot Htc ! Yet moderate their zeal ; 
And let the fword of judice only ftrike 
The faithlefs Selim, and his guilty council. 
My new-departed fpirit, jnft efcap'd 
From the low fev'rifli paffions of this life. 
Would grieve to fee the blood of innocence, 
With that of guilt confounded, (lain my tomb. 

'^' -. Permit me, fir, the hope, that you yourfelf— 
. it on juft caufe — may live to puniih 
reach of all the facred rights of men. 
i-. IV. ' C 
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Ed^. Why wUl you turn my thoughts, from earth 
enlarg'd. 
To foft enfeebling views of life again ? 

Thea. Not to a vain defire of life, my lord, 
I would recal them ; but infpire each hope, 
Ad vile each poflibility to fave it. 
JixiA there is yet a remedy. 

Judnv. Delufion ! / , 

Tiea, The fair Arabian princefs mentioned one. 
: Edw, She one ! — Dara^ra! — fomething to complete 
Her lover's crime. 

nea. You could not wrong her thus, 
Had you beheld tlie tempeft of her foul. 
Her grief, her rage, confufion, when Ihe heafti 
Of Selim's bafaiefs ; had you feen that honour. 
That glorious fire which darted from .her eyes ; 
Till in a flood of virtuous forrow funk 
6he almoft equal'd Eleonora's tears. 

£dnu. What was it Ihe proposed ! 

nea. It was, my lord, 
To find feme pcrfon, who, with friendly lip. 
Might draw the deadly fpirit 

Ediv. I have heard 
Of fuch a cure ; but is it notj^ good Theald, 
An a(5lion fatal to the kind performer ? 

nea. Yes, furely fatal. 

Ed'W. N^me it then no more. 
1 (hould defpife the paltry life it purchased. 
Befides, what mortal can difpofe fo ra/hly 
Of his own life ? Talk not of low condition, 
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And of my public rank : whenr life or death 
Becomes the queAioB, all didi onions vaaUh } 
Then the firft monarch and the lowed flave > 
On the fame level fland» in this the fons 
Of equal nature all. 

Thea. Allow mc, fjr, - 
If 'tis a certain, an cflabliHi'd duty. 
Than dutf more, the height of human virtue. 
To facrifice a traafitory life 
For that kind fource from whence it is derived, 
And all its guarded joys, our deareft country \ 
It may be juftly facrific'd for thoie . 

On whom depends the welfare of the public. / 
And there is one, my lord, who ftands devoted. 
By folemn and irrevocable vows, / 
To die for you. ^ 

Ed'w. To die for me ! — Kind N^atnre f 
Thanks to thy forming hand, I can myfelf. 
Cheerful, fuftain to pay this debt I owe thee. 
Without the borrowed fuff 'rings of another* 
No, Theaid, urge this argument no more. 
I love not life to that degree, to purchafe. 
By the fure de^h of fome brave guiltlefs friend, 
A few uncertain days, that often rife, , 
Like this, fercnc and gay, when, with fwift wing, 
Amoment wraps them in difaArous fate. 

Gloft. Did we confiilt to fave your fmgle life, 
s that the prefent queftion,^ thy refufal 
e juft, were gen'rous. But, my lord, this perfou** 
ids for you devoted, (hould, in that 
C z 
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Be de^m'd devoted for the Chriftian catife, 
The comnaon caufe of Europe and thy country f 
Dies for the brave companions of thy fortune, 
Who, weeping, now around thy tent, conjure thee 
To live for them, and England's promis'd glory. 

fave our country, Edward I favc a nation. 
The chofen land, the laft retreat of freedom, / 
Amidft a world enflav'd ! — Call back thy view, 
And trace from farthefl times her old renown* 
Think cf the blood, that, to maintam her rights. 
And guard her ihelt'riug laws, has flowed in battle^ 
Or on the patriot's fcaffold. Think what cares. 
What vigilance, what toils, what bright contention, 
Jn coiuicils, camps, and well-difputed fenates. 

It coft our gen'rous anceftors, to raife 
A matchlefs plan of freedom : whence we fliine, 
Ev'n in the jealous eye of hoftile nations. 
The happicft of mankind. — Then fee all thrs, 

1 his virti;e» wifdom, toil, and blood, of ages. 
Behold it Keady to be loft for ever. 

In this important, this decifive hour. 
On thee, and thee alcne, our weeping- country 
Turns her diftrcfsful eye ; to thee fhe calls. 
And with a helplefs parent's piercing voice. 
Wilt thou not live for her ? for her fubdue 
A graceful pride, I own, but ftili a pride, 
That more becomes thy courage and thy youth. 
Than birth and public ftation ? Nay, for her, 
£ay, \yould(t thou, not refigivtJie dearcft paflion 
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Ediv. O there is nothing, which for thee, my coun- 
try. 
I, in my proper perfon, could not fuffcr ! 
But tJius to fcolk behind another's life, 
Tis what I have not courage to lupport, 
It makes a kind of co^vu^d of me, Glofter. 
But let me fee this friend, whofe gen'roiis virtue 
Exceeds what ev'n my favourable thoughts 
Had imag*d in the felfilh race of man. ^ 
The purpofe claims the merit of the deed ; 
And ere I die I muft requite his friendlhip. 
Conduct him hither, Theald^ 

SCENE III.. 

EDW3.RD, GlOSTEK- 

Ed<w. Ahv my Gloftcr, 
You have not touch'd on fomething that here pleads 
For longer life,, beyond the force of reafon. 
Perhaps too powerful pleads — ^my Eleonora ! 
To thce^ niy friend, I will not be afham'd 
Ev'n to avow my love in all its fondnefsr 
For oh there Ihines in this my dearer \t\^\ 
This partner of my foul ! fuch a mild light 
Gf carelefs charms, of unaiFecled beauty. 
Such, more tliaa beauty, fuch endearing goodneis, 
That when I uiect her eye, where cordial faith, 
1 ev'ry genlic virtue mix their luftrc, ■ 
" -ranrport ihat partakes of auguilh!- 
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How (hall I then behold her, on the point 
To leave her, Glofter, in a diftant land ? 
For ev/er in a ftormy world to leave her ? 
There is no mis'ry to be fear'd like that 
Which from our greateft ha,ppinefs proceeds I 

& G i; N E IV. 

Edward, Gloster, Thfald prefenting the pnncefs 
Eleonora as. the. psrfon he 'went to brings Daraxa. 

Ed'w. O Heav'nJ — what do I fee ?— -I am betrayed/! ' 

\Turtting aivay,'}^ 

Eleon^ Edward ! 

Edw. O 'tis too much! O fpare me. Nature! 

EleoTin Not look upon me, Edward ? 

^*/u;. Eleonora ! : 

How on this dreadful errand can ft thott come ?. ! 

EUon, Behold me kneel — 

aEioy. Why kneel you, beft of women? | 

You ne'er offended, ne'er in thought offended I 
Thou art all truth, and love, and angel-goodnefs ! ; 

Why do you kneel \ O rife, my Eleonora ! 

Eicon. Let me fulfil my vow. ' 

Ed'vj. O never! never I — 
^ Mteon, Let me prcferve a life, in which is wrapt 
The life of thoufands dearer than my own ! 
Live thou, and let me die for thee, my Edward ! 

^f/iu. For me ! thy words are daggers to mv ^' 
Andwouldft thou have me tKen thus meanly f 
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t 
A defpicable life! a life expos'*! 

To that Tvorft torment, to my own contempt! 

A life ftill haunted by the cruel image 

Of thy liift pangs, thy agonizing throws. 

The dire convulfions of thefe tender limbs ^ 

And all for o«e — O infamy ! — for one, 

By love, by duty bound, each manly tie, 

Iv'n by a peafant's honour, to proted thee ? 

Yet this, tho' ftrong, invincible, is nought 

To what my wounded tendernefs could urge 

A gain ft thy dire requeft— But Ihould fate demand 

The life we love, then, then, we muft exert 

The greateft a£l of human refignation ; 

We muft fubmit. But wouldft thou have me, fay^ 

Doom thee myfelf? with voluntary choice, 

Nay, by a barb'rous crime, untimely fnatch 

This worft of ills ? Would Eleonora make me 

Of all mankind the moft completely wretched ? 

Eleon. Plead not the voice of honour. Well I know^ 

There is no danger,, pain, no form. of death. 

Thou wouldft.not meet with tranfport to prote«fl mc.^ 

But T, alas ! an unimportant woman, 

Whofe only boaft and merit is to love thee ; 

Ah, what, am I, withnamelefs numbers weigh'd? 

With myriads yet unborn? All ranks, all ages, 

All arts, all virtues, all aftate comprizes? 

Thefe have a higher claim to thy prote<Slion. 

Live then for them. O make a gen'rous effort!: 

What none but heroes can, bid the foft pafilpns,. 

The private Hoop to thofe that grafp the public. 
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Live to poffefs the pleafxxre of a God, 
To bJefs a people trufted to thy care. 
Live to fulfil thy long career of glory, 
But juft begun. To die for thee be mine. 
I ne'er can find a brighter, happier fate; 
And fate will come at la ft, inglorious fate ! 

grudge me not a portion of thy fame ! 
As join'd in love, O raife me to thy glory ! 

jSdiv. In vain is all thy eloquence. The more 
Thou wouldft perfuade, I, with incrcafing horror. 
Fly from thy purpofe. 
». Eleon, Do1ft thou love me, Edward ? 

Ed<w. Oh ! — If I love thee ? — ^W^nefs heaven and 
' ^eartJT l - -^ — 

Angels of death, that hover round mc^ wj tnefs! 
Witnefs thefc b linded eyes, thefe tr emb l ing arms>. 
This heart that beats unutterable fondnefs. 
To \vhat an agony I love thee ■ 

Ekon. TheiT^ 
Thou fure wilt fave me from the worft of pains* 

Ed'w. O tlvit I could from all engrofs thy fuif 'rings V 
Pain felt for thee were pleafure ! 
^ Eleon, Hear me, Fdward. 

1 fpeak the ftridleft truth, no flight of paflion ; 
I fpeak my naked heart. — To die, I own. 

Is a dread paffage, terrible to nature,. 

Chiefly to thofe who have, like 4||, been happy.-— 

But to furvive thee — ^O 'tis gi'eatly worfe ! 

Tis a continual dearth ! I cannot boar 

The very thought — O leave me not b^-hind xY 
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Ednjj. Since nought can alter my determined breaft, 
Why doft thon pierce me with this killing image ? 

EUon. Ah! felfiHi that thou art! with thee the toil, 
The tedious toil of life will foon be o'er j 
Thou foon wilt hide thcc in the quiet grave i 
While I, a lonely widow, with my orphans, 
Am left defencelefs to a troubled world, 
A falfe, iugrateful and injurious world !— 
Oh! .if thou lov' ft me, Edward, I conjure thee, 
B7 that celeftial flame which blends our fouls ' 
By all a father, all a mother feels ! 
By ev'ry holy tendernefs, I charge thee ! 
Live to prote<5l the pledges of our love. 
Our children ! — 

Ed^vj. Oh!— 

Ehon* Our young, our helplefs— 

Ed^. Oh!— 
Diftraction ! — Let me go ! 

Eicon, Nay, drag me with thee — 
To the kind tomb — Thou canft not leave our children, 
Expos'd, by being thine, beyond the loweft ! 
Surrounded with the perils of a throne ! — 

Ednu. Cruel ! no more embitter thus our laft. 
Our parting moment ! Set no more the terrors 
Of thefe bed paflions in array againft me ! 
For by that Pow'r I ij^^^^ar, Father of life ! 
Whofe univcrfal love embraces all 
That breathes this ample air ; whofe perfedl wifdom 
Brings light from darknefs, and from evil good ; 
To whom I recommend thee, and my children : 
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By him I fwear! I never will fiibmit 
To what thy hon-id tendernefs propofei I 

Gloft. My lord— 

Ed'w, Oh ! thefe emotions are too much — 
I feel a heavy languor fteal upon me ; 
The working poifon clogs the fprings of Hfe» 
Condii<5t me to my couch — All ! Eleonora ! 
If we ne'er meet again — This one embrace — 
Yet fink not to delpair — Heav*n may prefervc met 
By means fuperior to ail human hope. 

Eleon, I will not, cannot quit thee ! — 



S C E N E V. 

Elsonora^ Daraxa. 

Dar. Princefs, (lay. 
Think not the hand of death is yet upon him ; 
Refifllefs fleep will firft opprefs his fenfes. 
Before the laft con vul five pangs come on ;. 
For fo the numbing poifon oft begins. 
To fpread its dark malignity. — 

Eleon. Pa!— Sleep? 
Then is the time — Thanks to infpiring Hcav'n \ 
But come, and ere the venom fink too deep. 
Swift let me feize the fav'ring hwir of fleep*. 



The End of the Second Ja. 
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A C T m. S C E N E 1. 

Gloster. 

O Miracle of love ! O wondroos princefs ! 
'Tis fiich as thou, who keep the gentle Hame, 
TJi^t animates fociety, alive. 
Who make the dwellings of mankind deHghtful. 
What is vain life ! an idle flight of days, • 
A Hill delufive round of iickly joys, 
A fcene of little cares and trifling paffions, ' 

If not ennobled by fuch deeds of virtue ? 
And yet this matchlcfs virtue ! what avails it ? 
Th* aifliding angel has forfook the prince. 
And now pours t>ut his terrors on the princefs 
Forfook him, faid I ? — ^No^ he muft awake 
To keener evils than tj^e body knows, 
Which minds alone, and gen'rous minds, can feeL 

virtue ! virtue ! as thy joys excel. 

So are thy wees tranfceaident ; the grofs world 
Knows not the blifs or raifery*of either—- 
The prince forfakes his couch — He feems renewed 

1 kh— Ah, fiiort deceitful gleam of eafc ! 



36 EDWARD and ELEONORA. 



SCENE 11. 

Edward, Gloster. 

Ed<w, f Advancing from his couch.'\ Hail to the freflier 
earth and brighter day ! 
1 feel me lighten'd of the mortal load 
That lay upon my ipirits. This kind fleep .♦ 

Has ftied a balmy quiet thro' my veins* 
Whence this amazing change ? — 

But be my firft chief care. Author of good ! 
To bend my foul in gratitude to thee ! 
Thou, when blind mortals wander thro' the deeps 
Of comfortlefs defpair, with timely hand, 
Invifible, and by unthought-of ways. 
Thus leadft them forth into thy light again. 

Glojl. How fares my lord the prince \ 

Ed<w. To health reftorU 
Only a kind of laflitude remains, 
A not unpleafing weaknefs hangs upon me : 
Like the foft trembling of the fettled deep. 
After a ftorm. 

Glofi. Father of health be prais'd ! 

Ednx). The moment that I funk upon my couch, 
A fick and troubled flumber fell upon me 5 
Ch^os of gloomy unconnedled thought! 
That, in black eddy whirl'd, made fleep more drer 
Than the worft waking pang. While thus I tof 
Ready to bid farewel to fiaff'ring clay, 
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Methought an asgel came and touch'd my wound. 

At this the parting gkxjm clear'd up apace ; 

My flumbers foften'd ; and, with health, return'd 

Serenity of mind, and order'd thought. 

And fair ideas gladd'ning all the ifbul. 

Aerial mufic too, by fancy heard, 

Sooth'd my late pangs, and harmoniz'd my bread. 

Thro' fliades of blifs I walk'd, where heav'nly forms 

Sung to their lutes my Eleqnora's love^— 

But where is fhe ? the glory *of her fcx ! 

P dearer, juftly dearer, far than ever ! 

Quick, let me find her, pour into her bofom 

My full, full foul, with tendemefs o'ercharg'd. 

With glad furprifc, with gratitude and wonder.— 

Ha! why this filence? this deje(fled look? 
You caft a drooping eye upon the ground- 
Where is the princefs ? * 

Qlofl. She, ray lord, repofes. 

Ed'w. Reppfes ! — No I — It is not likely, ' Glofter, 
That (he would yield her weeping eyes to deep. 
While I lay there in agonies — Away \ 
1 am too feeble then to know the truth. 
Say, is (he well ? 

Gloft, Now fhow thy courage, Edwai-d— 

Edia, O all my fears ! I fliaU ftart out to madnefs ! 
What !— while I flept \ 

Glqfl. Yes— 

^ "u7. Mifery I diftra£lion ! 
1 peace, my honour is betray'd for evef I 
t * O fhame ! O murdered Eleonor* 

.V. D 
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SCENE III. 

Gloster. 

Unhappy prince ! go find thjr Eleonora, 
-And in heart-eafing gri«f exhale thy paflion : 
AU other comfort, now, were to talk down 
The winds and raging feas. — But yonder comes 
Th' Arabian princefs. ' From her tears I learn 
The moving fcene within. 

SCENE IV. 

Gloster, Daraxa, a mejfenger from Selim attending 
at feme dtftance. 

Dar, O ! 'tis too much 1 
■ I can no more fupport it. 

Gloft, Gen'rous mourner. 
How is It with the princefs Eleonora^ 

Dar, Struck by the poifon on her couch (he lies, 
A rofc foft- drooping in Sabean v;Ues, 
Beneath the fiery dog-ftar's noxious rage. 
O Chriftian chief, I never fhall forget 
The fcene thefe melting eyes have juft behelcfc 
With mingled tears of tenderncfs and wonder. 

G!ofl, How was It, Madam ? 

Dar, When this pride of women, 
This beft of wives, which in his radiant courfe 
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The fiin beholds, when firft (he, fick'ning, felt 
Th' imperious fummons of approaching fate. 
All rob'd in fpotlefs white fhe fought the altar 5 
And, proftrate there, for her departing foul, 
-The prince her hufband, and her orphan-child ren* 
Implor'd th* Eternal Mind. — As yet ihe held 
Her fwelllng tears, and in her bofom kept 
Her fighs reprefs'd : nor did the near approach 
Of the pale king of terrors dim her beauty ; 
No, rather^ adding to her charms, it breath'd 
A certain mournful fweetnefs thro* her features : 
But as th' increafing bane more defp'rate grew. 
Wild to her bed Ihe rulh'd ; and then, indeed. 
The lovely fountains of her eyes were open'd, 
Theii flow'd her tears. — " Connubial bed," ihe cry'd, 
" Chafte witnefs of my tcndernefs for him, 
_ ** To fave whofe life I unrepining die 
*' In bloom of youili> farewell — Thou (halt,, perhaps, 
** Receive a fairer, a mere happy bride ; 
" But never a more faithful, never one 
" Who loves hex: hu(band with a fonder pafllon*" 
Here flow'd her tears afrefh ; with burning lip 
She prefs'd the humid couch,, and wept again. 
At laft, while weary forrow paus'd, the rofe, 
Axid, fearing left immediate death might feize her. 
Demanded to be led to fee the prince ; 
But fear of chafing from his eyes, too fcon^ 
Thp falutary fleep that heal'd his pangs, 

rain'd her trembling footfteps. On her coucb> 

^-'on'd ta deipair, Ihe funk anew, 
D z 
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And for htr children calTd. Her chiWren came. 
A while, fupported on her arm, (he ^y'd them. 
With tears purfuing tears a-down her cheek. 
With all the fpeecWefs mifery of wo — 
1 fee her ftill — O God ! — the poVrful image 
DUToIves me Into tears! 

G//>fl» Madam, proceed. 
Such tears are virtue,' and excei the joy» 
Of wanton pride. 

Dar. Then ftarting up, (he went 
To fnatch them to a mother's laft embrace ; 
When ftrait, refleding that the piercing poifba 
Might taint their tender years, ihe fiidden fhrunk 
With horror back — ** O wretched Eleonora ! 
' *' (She weeping cry'd); and mud I then not tafte 
«* The poor remaining comfort of the dying, 
** To fefe a luifoand, clai'p my deareH children, 
** And mix my parting foul with theirs I love?'^ 
Ilcr fad attcnuants, th;u till then had mourned 
In filent forrow, all, at this, gave way 
To loud laments — ohe rais'd her languid eye. 
And cafting on them round a gracious fmile, 
To each by name (lie call'd, ev'n to the lowcft. 
To each extended niild her friendly hand. 
Gave, and, by turns, received a laft farcweL 
Such is the dreadful fcene from which T come. 

G/oft, How heightened now with Edward*ft mbgled 
woes I 
Why arc my lingering years r^erv'd for this ? 

Dar. Come nearer, you, the mefienger of Seuu> 
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And bear him back this anfwer — His chief aim, 

He fays, in ftooping to folicit peace, 

Was from the chains of infidels to fave me. 

What 1 was it then to refcue me he fent. 

Beneath an all-re ver'd and facred name. 

Beneath the fhekeF of his hand and feal, 

A murd'ring wretch, a facrilegious bigot. 

To ftab at once the gallant prince of England, 

And public faith ? nay, with a poifon'd dagger 

(Such his inhuman cowardice) to (lab hiin.^ 

So well, 'tis true, he judg'd : the Chriftian prince 

Had now been mingled with the harmlefs dead ; 

If his bright princefs, glorious Eleonora, 

Had not redeem'd his dearer life with her's. 

You heard in what extremity Ihe lies. 

Go, tell the tyrant then — ^O heav'n and earth ( 

vanity of virtue ! that Daraxa 

Should e'er to Selim fend fo fell a mefTage— 

1 will fupprefs its bitternefs — Yet tell him. 
This crime has plac'd eternal bars between ns^ 
See my laft tear to Love — Arabian wilds 
Shall bury midft their rocks the loft Daraxa. 
Away ! 

Glofi. Behold they bear this way the princefs. 
Once more to tafte the fweetnefs of the fun^ 
Ere yet to mortal light Ihe bid farewel.' 
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SCENE V. 

Gloster, Daraxa, Theald, Edward, Eleono&a 
bor/i in by htr attendants on a couch» 

Eicon. \^Entering.'\ A little on, a little farther on» 
Bear me, my friends, into the cooling air. 

cheerful fun ! O vital light of day ! 

Ed<\3j. That^fun is mtncfs of our matchlefs woes. 
Is witnefs of our innocence — Alas ! 
What have we done to merit this difafter ? 

EUon, O earth ! O genial roofs \ O the dear coa(( 
Of Albion's ifle ! which I no more fhall fee !-^ 

Ed<vo» Nay, yield not to thy weaknefs, Eleonora B 
Suftain thyfclf a little, nor dcfert me! 
Th' all-ruling Goodnefs may relieve us ftill. 

EUon. Edward 1 I trembiel terror feizes on met 
Thro' the rent veil of yon furrounding fky, 

1 had a glimpfe, I faw th' eternal world. 
They call, they urge me hence — Yes, I obey* 
But O forgive me, heav'nl if *tis with pain, 
V/ith agonies, I tear my foul from his ! 

Ed'iu. Heav'ns ! %vhat I fuffer I — How thy plainthre 
voice 
Shoots anguilh through my foul \ 

EL'on. Some pow'r unfeen — 
Thy hand, my Edward — ^fome dark pow*r unfeea 
Is dragging me away— O yet a little^ 
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A little, fpare me !— Ah ! how fhall I leave 

My weeping friends, nay hufbamdy and my children ? 

Ediv, Unhappy friends ! O greatly wretched huA 
band J 
And O poor carelefs orphans, who not feel 
The depth of your misfortune ! * 

Ehon. Lay me down ; 
Soft, lay me down — ^my powers are all diflblv'd— 
A little forward bchd me — Oh ! . 

Edixj. Ohhcav'n! 
How that foft frame is torn with cruel pangs ! 
Pangs ro\)b'd from me * 

Eleon. 'Tis thence they borrow caft— 
My children ! O my children ! you no more 
Have now a mother; now, alas! no more 
Have you a mother, O my haplefs children f 

Ed^* What do I hear ! What defolating words 
Are thefe? more bitter than a thoufand deaths ! 
Death to my foul ! Call up thy failing fpirit. 
And leave me not to mifery and ruin \ 

EleoTu Edward, I feel an interval of eafc ; 
And, $re I die, have fomething to impart 
That will relieve my fuffVings. 

Edtx). Speak, nxy foul ! 
Speak thy defire : I Yxto. but to ftdfil it. 

Eleon* Thou feeft in what a hopelefe ftate I lie^ 
I, who this morning rofe in pride of youth. 
High-blooming, promis'd many happy years. 
I die for thee, I fclf-devoted die. 
Think not, from this, that I repent my TONrt 
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Or that, with little vanity, I boaft it : 
No ; what I did, from unrepenting love 
J cheerful did, from love that knows no fear. 
No pain, no weak remiflion of its ardour. 
And what, al^s ! what was it but the di<5tate 
Of honour afid of duty ? nay, 'twas felfiih. 
To fave nae from unfiifferable pain. 
From dragging here a wretched life without thee* 
Two fears yet ftand betwixt my foul and peace. 
One is for thee, left thou difturb my grave 
With tears of wild defpair. '^Grieve not like thofe 
Who have no hope. We yet fhall meet again ; 
We ftill are in a kind Creator's hand ; 
Eternal Goodnefs reigns. Befides, this partings 
Tfhis parting, Edward, muft have come at laft. 
When years of friendfhip had, perhaps, exalted 
Our. love, if that can be, to keener anguifh. ^ 
Think what thy ftation, what thy fame demanded ; 
Nor yield thy virtue ev'n to worthy paffions. 
My other care — my other care is idle — 
From that thy equal tendernefs wi^ mine» 
Thy love and generofity fecure me. 

Our children 

Ed'w. Yes, I penetrate thy fear. 
But hear me, dying fweetnefs ! . On this hand. 
This cold pale hand I vow, our children never. 
Shall never call another by the name 
Sacred to thee ; my Eleonora's children 
Shall never feel the hateful pow'r thou fear'ftr 
As one in life, fo death cannot divide us- 
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Nor high defcent, nor beauty, nought that womaxiy 
In her unboun'ded vanity of heart. 
Can "wifti, (hall ever tempt my faith from thee. 
Shall ever, faid I ? Piteous boaft indeed ! 

nothing can ! — I (houid be grofs of heart, 
Taftekis and dull as earth) to think with patience^ 
Without abhorrence, of a fecond Hymen, 
Where can I find fuch beauty ? "where fuch grace ? 
The foul of beauty : where fuch winning charms? 
Where inch a foft divinity of goodnefs ? 

Such faith ? fuch love ? fuch tcndernefs unequai'd ? 

Such all that heav'n could give — to make me wretched 1 

Talk not of comfort — Into what a gulf 

A lone "abyfs of mifery I fall. 

The moment that I lofe thee — Oh I I know not ! 

1 dare not think ! — But thefe unhappy orphans — 
Ah the dire caufe that makes it double duty- 
Shall now be doubly mine ; to Ihelter them, 
Thcfc pledges of our love, I will attempt 

To brave the horrors of loth*d life without thee, 

Eicon. Enough ! it is enough i On this condition 
Receive them from my hands* 

Ednv, Dear hands ! dear gift! 
Dear, precious, dying, miferable gift ! 
With tranfport once received, but now with anguifh ! 
Eicon. All-foft*niiig time will heal thy woes. Th« 
dead 
g — I — ^ jjjg pafljons of the living free. 

'^etefted life ! — O take mei take mc with thee • 
Npi Edward, live \ or clfe I die in vain. 
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EJw, Raife, raife, my Eleonora, thy fweet eycv 
Once more behold thy children— 

Elo^i. OhI— 'Tis4arknefs— 
A deadly weight 

£d<w. Thou leav'ft me then for ever ! 

Eleon. Where am 1 ? — Ah ! — a tenant ftill to pain. 
The quiv'i'ing flame of life leaps up a little. 
Mean-time, my Edward, 'tis my laft: requeft. 
That thou wouldft leave me, while I yet enjoy 
A parting gleam of thought — Leave me to Heav'n ! — 
Glofter — ^farewel — Be careful of the prince — 
•Attend him hence — and double now thy friendfliip! 

Ediv. Barbarian! off!— Ah! whither wouldlt thott 
drag me ! . 

GhJ?* My lord', in pity to the princefs — 

Ediv. Oh! 

Ehofu Farewel ! farewel ! — Receive my lad adicUr 
Edward ! my deareft lord ! farewel for cYcr [ 

Ediv. O word of horror ! — Can I? — No! I cannot I 
There^ take mcj lead me, hurl me to perdition ( 

SCENE VI. 

Eleonora, Daraxa, Theald, /Ittendantu 

Eleon. *Tis paft, the bitternefs of death is pafl: — 

Alas ! Daraxa, I can ne'er requite 
Thy gen'rous cares for me. Thou art the car^- 
My Edward lives, my children have a father. 
Thy hcav'a-ixrfpir'd propofal ! — ^Tell him, The 
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That, in the troubled moments of our parting, 

I had forgot to beg he would rellore 

Th' Arabian princefs to her friends and couritry — 

Thy. hand — This fure, howe'er in faith wc differ, 

Humanity, the foul of all religion. 

May well permit. 

Dar^ By virtue's facred fire ! 
Our Paradiie, the garden of the bleft. 
Ne'er fmiPd upon a purer foul than thine. 

For me, think not of me ; fuch are my woes, 
That I difdain all care, deteft relief: 
My name is trod in duft ; thine beams for ever. 
The richeft gem that crowns the worth of woman. 

Eleon. The guilt of Selim cannot ftain thy virtues ; 
It rathef lends Ihcm luftre — Bear me back. 
My dear attendants : and, good Theald, come, 
Come, aid my mounting foul to fpring away. 
From the lov'd fetters of this kindred clay. 



ne End oftht Third Aa. 
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Th«ald, and a genileTnan Idonging to him. 

Thca. ^ I ^O me a dervife ! Thro' the furious camp, 

X Yet raging at the perfidy of Selim, 
How did he fafely pafs \ 

Gent. Sir, he had' faH'n , 
A vidim to their vengeance ; but he told them, 
His life was of importance to the prince. 
That he who ftruck him ftabb^d the heart of Edward. 
This ftay'd their rage ; then, after a ftridl fearch, 
ITiey let him pafs thro* ranks of glaring eyes. 

I have befides to iay, an Engliih fhip 
And o|ie from Italy are juft arriv'd : 
T*he firft brings great difpatches to Prince Edward ; > 
The other, holy father, thefe to you. {^Kneeling.li 

Thea. Go, bid this dervife entet*. 



SCENE IL 

. . Theald : he tpens and looks on the difpatches^ 

Awful Heav'n ! 
Great Rukr of the various heart of man'! 



r 



toWARD AMn ELEONOkA. . 4^ 

^nce tliou haft rais'd me to conda^l thy church. 

Without the bafc cabal too often pfadts'd> 

Beyond my wUh, my thought^ give me the Hghts, 

The vhtues i^hich that facred trttft requires : 

A loving, lov'd, unterrifying pow'r, 

Such as becomes a fathers humble wifdom; c 

iPlain, primitive iincerity $ kind zeal, 

For truth and virtut rather tl^an lopinions $ 

And, above all, the charitable foul 

Of helling peace and Chriftian moderation^ 

The dcrvi£; comes. 

S C E K E lit. 

THEALb, Selim difguifid as a dervifc\ 

f%ea. With me what wouldft thou, dervife? 
Se/. ^e princeli Eleonora lives (he ftill ? 
T^ea. She Hves> and that is alL 
fir/. Allah be prais'd ! 
Then lives the honour of the brightening naiile 
Of Saracen and Muflulman. 

Thea. How, dervife? 
What can wipe out the horror of this deed ? 

SeL The deed was execrable | but my hand 
*f his inftant ihall prevent its dife effed. 
1 bring a certain remedy for pDifon ; 

• can it cbme ti)o late ; while ^^and^ring li/e 
with faint impulie, ftirs a'ong tRe v'eiiis. 
ftf. Ha ! dervife, art thoii fure of w^**^ *^^'^" fav*ft ? 
OL. IV* £ 
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SeL Chrtftian, I am ; and therefore am I here* 
Hade, lead me to the princefs ; tho' ike lay 
Ev'n in the laft extremity: tho' cali'd 
By the fierce angel who compels the doLd^ 
Yet bold experience gives me toom to hopCA 
Oft have I feen its vital touch diffufe 
New vigonr thro* the poifbft'd ftreams of life. 
When almod fettled into dead ftagnation : 
Swift as a fouthem gale unbinds the flood. 
Say, wilt thou truft me with the trial, Chriftian? 

T/fea. Thou know'fl we have great reafoa to diftrsfif 
But fear in thofe who can no longer hope. 
Were idle and abfurd. 

SeL Bright heaven ! what fear ? 
Is there a flave of fuch inhuman bafenefs 
To add frefb outrage to a dying princefs ? 
For virtue dying ? Look into my ey« : 
Does one weak ray there Ihun the keencft gaze ? 
Say, deft thou there behold fo foikl a bottom ? 

T/^ea, No : feeming truth and gen'rous candour fljina 
In what thou fay 'ft* Comet follow me, good denrifiN 
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S C E N E IV. 

TuEALD, Selim iifguifed^ Dar.via. 

Ddr. At laft, thro' various pangs, the dying princeA 
Sees the deliv'ririg moment, and demands 
Thy prefence, rev'rend Chriftian. 

Thea. Dervife, come.. 
Forbid k. Heaven* this aid fhould be too iate \ 

S C E N K V, 

Daraxa. 

Heav'n ! caa it be ! the very face of Selim I 
TTis he himfelf — I know him, 'tis the fultan ; • 
And, as he ihot athwart me, from his eye 
ilafh'd th« proud lightning of afironted virtiie. 
lie muA be innocent ; his being here 
Is radiant proof be muft««-«'0 weak Dahaxa t 
What man of virtiic more would deign to lodg« 
His imag« in thy breaft \ Ah ! what avails 
The light unfounded love, the treachVous friendfltrp^ 
That, with inhuman cowardice, gives up 
A worthy man to infamy and ilander \ 

They talk'd of aid -whaj: aid \ 

[y/ cry heard nxMih,'^ 
J il 'tispaft! 

; *"^ mufl be in that cry. O let me fly 
E % 
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To fiiatch one parting look ; but fee the prince* 
Rons'd by the founds pf forrow, this! vay comes^ 
Unhappy prince ! I venerate his tears — 
gracious Allah ! pity and fupport him. l£xif.J 

SCENE Vk 

EmirARD^ 

That cry was death : Alas I (he is no naorc t 
The matchlcfs Eleonora is tk) more ! — 
Where am I ? — Heav'ns I--- Ah ! what a hideous dskx^ 
Is now this world, this blafted world around me L 
O iiin, I hate thee, I abhor thy light, 
triiat ibews not Eleonora ! Earth, thy joy. 
Thy fweetn^s all is fled, all, all that niade 
Thy ways to me deh'ghtful, Eleonora 1 
P Eleonora 1 periftiM Eleonora I 
For ever loft] — ^That tent! ah met that untt 

[Going into ik$ Untfiarts hack^ 
,1 ,dace not enter there. There death diQ)lays 
,His utsnoft terrors— Pale and Itfeleft, there. 
She lies, ^hofe looks were love, whofe beauty finil'd 
The fweet efiulgenqi of endeanng virtue — 
And here I laft beheld her !— Ay, and how, 
And how beheld iier ? — ^The remorfelefs image 
Will haunt me to the grave— I fee her fuflF*ring, 
With female foftnefs, yet to pain fuperior. 
Fearful and bold at once, with the ftrong hapd 
Qf mighty love conftrsuning feeble xiature^ 
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To ileal me from afflldion — Let mc Bj 

This fatal ground-— But wJbithcr (kail I fly ? 

To England — O I cannot bear the thought 

Of e'er returning to that country more ! 

That country, witnefs of our happy days. 

Where at each ftep remembered blifs will ding 

My foul to anguiih. I already hear 

Malice exclaim, nay, blufhing vaiour figh : 

Where is tlvy princ^fs ? where the wifh of thoafandst 

The charm, the tranfport of the public eye ? 

Bafe princei And art thou not aiham*d to bring 

No trophy home but Elconora's corfe ? — 

The grave too is (hut up, that iail retreat 

Of wretched mortals — Yes, my word is pafs'dr 

To Eleonora pafs'd* Our orphan children 

Bind me to life — O dear, O dangVous pafilons I 

The valiant, in him&lf, what can he fuffer ? 

Or what does he regard his flngle woes ? 

But when, alas 1 he multiplies himfelf 

To dearer felves, to the lov'd tender fair. 

To thofe whoit bltfi, whoie beings hang upon him. 

To helplefs children! then, O then! he feels 

The point of misVy feftVing in his heart. 

And weakly weeps his fortune Tike a cowardk 

Such, fuch am 1 1 undone t— 
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SCENE VI^ 

EdWARB, GtOSTEft^ 

EJw.lAy lord of Gk>ftcr» 
t thought my orders were to be aloae» 

Gioft, Forgive my fond intriifion.r— But 1 caxHiet 
^ fo regardiefs of thy welfare, Edward* 
As to obey thefe orders.. 

Ediu. But they fhall^ 
Shall be obeyed— I will enjoy my ibrrows> 
All that is left me sow. 

Glofi* The more thy grie^ 
Jttft in its caufe but frantk in degree^ 
Seeks aggravating folitude, the more 
It fuits my love and duty to attend thee» 
To try to footh — 

Ed'w^ Away ! thou never ihait. 
Not all that idk wifdom can fugged. 
Ail the vain talk of proud unfeeling reafov> 
Shair rob me of one tear.. 

Glqft. Of nature's tears 
I would not rob thee i they invig'tate virtue,. 
So&en, at once> and fortify the heart \. 
But when they rife to fpeak this deipVate language^. 
They then grow tears of weaknefs i yes— 

Ednv. I care not ! 
Weaknefs, whatever they be, I will indulge them;^ 
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Will, m defptte of thee and all mankind^ 
Devote my joylefs days fer ever to tkcm» 

Giefl* Reafon and virtue then are empty names ? 

Ed'vj. Hence \ leave me to my £ue«— You ham un* 
done me ; 
Yoa have xnade fhipwreck of my peace, among^ you» 
My happmcTs and honour ; and I now 
Reun the detefted woiid, a carelefs wretch f 

Ghft. Thy hononr yet is £ife, how long I know nor» 
For full it drives upon the rock» of paffion. 
O all ye pitying pow'rs that rule mankind f 
Who {o unworthy but may proudly deck him 
With this fair-weather virtue, that exults. 
Glad, o'er the fuminer main ? The tempeft comes^ 
The rough winds rage aloud; when from the helm 
This virtue fhrinks, and in a comer Res 
Lamenting. — Heav'ns ! if privileged from trial» 
How cheap a thing were virtue I 

Edtv. Do-— infultme — 
Rail, fpare me not«-*rail, Gtefter, all tfce world— 
But know, mean-time, thou eanft not make me feel thee-* 
\ have' no more conne^on with mankind. 

Ghfl. Infult thee, Edward ? Do thcfe tears infuk thee ? 
Thcfe old man's tears! — ^Friendihip, my prince, csm weejy^ 
As well as love — But while I weep thy fortune. 
Let me not weep thy virtue funk beneath it — 
Thou haft no more tonne^ron ^ith mankind I 
^"«: off thy craving fenfes, the deep wants 
i infinite dependencies of nature ; 
' off that ftrongeft psUIion of 'the foul. 
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Soul of the fpul, }ov« to fockty; 
Put off all gratitude for what is paftf 
All geaVxHis hope of what is yet to come ; 
Put off each tsuCs of hpuo}ir and of duty : 
Then ufe this language — Let me teU tbee» Edward , 
Thou haft conn^^Uoas witb nmilmd, aod great o]ic«» 
Thou know'ft not of | xoune^foos tfaiit might roiife 
' The fmalleft ijpiarJk.of ho&our io thy breaft» 
To wide-awakeuM life and iair ambitioja. 

EJiu. What daft thqmo^aa ? 

G/ofi. What o»eaa ?^^hi# day» m England^ 
How mauy afh /uf Palefiioe th#ir Ung, 
Edward their kiAg ?*«-Read tb^ffr-^ 

Ed'w. lOp^ning the dijpaich^s.'} O Cloflerl—Glofler ! 
Aku! my royal &ther is no roora I 
The gentled of naankiod, the vm&> abus'dl 
Of gracious aatane^ a fit i^il for virtues* 
'Till there his creatures fow'd their flatt'ring lies. 
And made him — N09 not all their cur&d arts 
Could ev£r make bim inii^nt or cnid. 
O my deluded father I litde joy . 
Hadfl thou in life^ led from thy real good* 
And genuine glory* from thy people's love. 
That nobleft aim of kings* by fmiliag traitors. 

Thus weak of heart* thus defokuse of fbul^ 
Aby how unfit am I* with fi^ady ha^. 
To rule a troubled ftatc !*^S}ie* ib^ i^ gone* 
Soft'ner of care^ the dear rew?ird of toil, 
The fource of virtue I She, who ta a crown 
Had lent new ^le^dor^ who had grac'da thro» 
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Like the iweet ferapk mercy temp'ring joftice. 
^0 Eleonora ! any life with thee* 
The plained conld have charm'd : but pomp and pka* 

furev 
All that a Ic»mg people can hekovr. 
By thee nnihar'dy will only ierre to free 
The wounds of woj and make me more unhappy 1' 

G/qft. Now is the timey. now lift thy ibul to virtue ! 
Behold a crifis, ient by heav% to fave thee. 
Whatever, my prince^, can touchy or can command^ 
Can quicken or exalt the heart of man, 
Now ipeaks to thine — ^Thy children claim their father^ 
Nay, more than father, claim their doable parent i 
For fiich thy promiie was to Eleonora : 
Thy fubjeds claim their kings thy troops their chief : 
The manes of thy anceftors confign 
Their long*defcended glory to thy hands i 
And thy dejeded country calls upon thee ^ 
To fave her, raife her, to reftore her honour^ 
To fpr^d her (ure dominion o -er the deep, 
And bid. her yet ariife the fcoyrge of France^ 
Angels themfelves might envy thee the joy,. 
ITiat waits thy will of ddng general good : . 
Of fpreadix^ virtue, cheering lonely worth ; ^ 
Of dadung down the proud r of guarding art5> 
The facred rights of induilry and freedom ; 
Of making a whole gcn'rous people happy, 
Edward! Edward! the moft'piercing tranfporta 
( the beft love can never equal thefe I 
4 I need I add— Thy Ekouom's (katk 
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Calls out for vengeanco*^ 

Ed<w. Ha! 

Chft. If thout indeed, 
Doft honour thus her memory, then fhew it^ 
Not by ibft tears and womanifh complaints^ 
But fhew it like a man i-— 

Ednn. i will i 

GUft. YontowVsJ 

Ed'Mj* 'Tis tru« ! • 

Gloft. Yon guilty tow'rs !^- 

Ed'w. Infult us ftill ! 

Gloft* The murdVer of thy princefs riots there ! 

Ed*tu. But (hall not long I — Thou art my better gc* 
nlus, 
Thon brave old man ! thou haft recall'd my virtue— 
I was benumb'd with forrow — ^what— or where— 
I kiiow not— ^nevcr to have thought of this. 
Bright virtue, welcome ! vigour of the mind ! 
The flame from heav'n that lights up higher being \ 
Thrice welcome ! with thy noble fenrant anger, 
And jufl revenge--»Hence, let us to the camp. 
And there transfuie our ibul into the troops. 
The fultan's blood will eafe my fever'd breaft. 
Yes, I will take fuch vengeance on this city. 
That all mankind ifaall turn their eyes to Ja&s 
And as they fee her turrets funk in duft, 
Shall learn to dread the terrors of the jtift. 

7h€ End rfthe Fourth /id. 
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ACTV. SCENEL 

SiLIM. 

OMy Daraxa \ thou haft charm'd my foul I 
This reconciling interview has footlj'd 
My troubled bofom into tender joy ; 
As when the fpring firft, on the foften'd top 
Of X.ebanon, unbinds her lovely trcfFes, 
And fhakes her blooming fweets from Carmers bro^- 
fl only now remains to fee the prince.——— 

S C E N E it. 

SfLIM, TntALn. 

T/:fa* I (ought thee* worthy dervife. 

Se/. Rev'rend Chriftian, 
My toiling thoughts can find no fix'd rcpofe^ 
'Till the wrong'd Sultan's vindicated honour 
Shine out as bright as yon unfully'd Iky. . 

Condudt me to the prince — I claim that juftlce. — 
i ings my cCnfcious foiii with fick impatience, 
*] ttiink what Selim fuffers. Por a man^' 
"^ ) loves the ways of truth an^ open virtoe, * 
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To lie beneath the burning imputation 

Of bafenefs and of crimes— fuch horrid crimes t— * 

'tis a keen unfufferablc torment ! 
Come, let me then difcharge this other part 
Of my commiffioo. 

Thea. That thou foon (halt do. 
He ftrait will come this way, the King of Englaudi 
Such now he is. Mean-time) 'tis fit to tell thee. 
He mufl be manag'd gently ; for his padions 
Are all abroad, in wild confufion hurl'd : 
The winds, the floods, and Hghtnlng mix together^ 

1 need not fay how little, in this uproar. 
Avails the broken thwarted light of reafon. 

SeL Fear not. — ^I truft in innocence, and truth* 
Thea* He cannot long delay; for, as I entered, 
I faw him parting from the hurried camp. 
That lightened wide around him : burnifh'd helms, 
And glittering ipears, and ardent thronging foldiers, 
Demanding sdl the Agnal, when to florm 
Thefe walls devoted tcr their vengeance. — 

Sel Ha! 
Then Jet us quickly find him— But he dom^s^ 

S C E >J E IlL 

SelIM, THEALb, EdWAILD, CLOStSfc. 

JE/Ztw. Whence is it thofe barbariansi here aga 
Thofe bafe, thofe murd'ring cowards, dare be feel 
What new accun'd atteinpt is now on foot? 
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What new aflaffination ? — Start not, dervife, 

Tinge not thy caitiff cheek with.redd'ntng honour. 

What, thou ! — Doft thou pr^end to feel reproach ? 

Art thou not of a fliamelcfs race of people, 

Harden'd in arts of cruelty and blood. 

Perfidious all ? Yes, have you not profan'd 

The faith of nations ? broke the holy tie 

That binds the families of earth together, 

That gives ^v'n foes to meet with gen'rous truft. 

And teaches war fecurity? Your prince, 

Your prince has done it! And you (hould hereafter 

Be hunted from your dens like favage beafts. 

Be crufh'd like ferpcnts ! . 

nea», Sir, this dervife comes. 
To cl«ar the Sultan Selim frona that crime, 
Which^ou, with ftrong appearance, charge upon him, 

Edtv. Appearance, Tteald ! with unqueftion'd proof. 
Doubtlefs the villain would be glad to change 
The courfe by nature fix'd, enjoy his crimes 
Without their evil-^But he ftiall not *fcape me ! 

Sel. If, King of England, in tKis weighty matter, 
On which depends the weal and life of thoufands. 
You love and feek the truth, let reafon judge. 
Cool, fteady, quiet, and difpaffion'd realbn. 
For never yet, fince the proud felfifh race 
Of men began to jar, did paflion give. 
Nor ever can it give, a right decidon. 

^dnv. Reafon has judg'd, and paffion fhall chaftife, 
J u make you howl, ye cowards of the eaft ! 
^ -^ can be clearer? This vile prince of Jaffa! 
IV. F 
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This infamy of (trinces ! fends a ruffian, 

By his own hand ^d feal commiflionM^- fends him. 

To treat of peace : and, as I read his letters. 

The villain ftabs ine — This, if this wants, light, 

There is no certainty in human reafon ; 

If this not fhines with alI»convincing truth, 

Ybn Sun is dark- — ^And yet thefe cowkrds come 

With lying fhifts, and low elufive arts — 

O it inflames my anger into madnefs^ 

This added infult on our undcrftanding, 

This treacherous attempt to fteal away 

The only joy and trcafure of my life. 

Sweet facred vengeance for my murder'd prince{$« 

Sei. The curfed wretch who did aiTail thy life, 
O King of England, was indeed an envoy 
Sent by the Prince of Jaffa : this we own. 
But then he was an execrable bigot. 
Who, for fuch horrid purpofes, had crept 
Into the cheated fultan's court and fervice. 
As by the traitor's papers we have leam'd. 
For know, there lives, upon the craggy cliffs 
Of wild Phenician mountains, tl dire race, 
A si^on of afTadins. Dreadful zeal, 
Fierce and intolerant of all religion 
That differs from their own, is the black foul 
Of that infernal ftate. Soon as their chief, 
The old man (fo they ftyle him) of the mountains, 
Gives out his baleful will, however fell. 
However wicked and abhorr'd it be. 
The' cloth'd in danger, the mod cruel death. 
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They, fwift and filenty glide thro' cv'ry land. 

As fly the gloomy minifters of vengeance, 

Facmine and plague ; they lie for years concealed. 

Make light of oaths, nay, fometimes change, religion^ 

And never fail to execute his orders. 

Of thefc the villain was, thefe ruffian-faints. 

The curie of earth, the terror of mankind : 

And thy engagement, prince, in this crufado. 

That was the reaibn whence they fought thy life. 

Ednv. Falfe^ &lfe as hell ! the lie of guilty fear! 
You all are ^bigots, robbers, ruffians all h 
^t is the very genius of your nation* 
Yindidive rage^ the thirft of blood confumes you 2 
You live by rapine, thence your empire rofe ; 
And your religion is a mere pretence 
To rob and miu-dcr in the name of Hcav'n. 

&^jBe patient, prince, be more humane and juft.. 
You have your virtues, have your vices too ; 
And we have ours. The lib'ral hand of Nature 
Has not created us, nor any nation, 
Beneath the ble(Fed canopy of heav'n. 
Of fuch malignant clay, but each may boafl 
Their native virtues, and their Maker's bounty. >^^ 
You call us bigots. — O ! canft thou with that 
Reproach us, Chriflian prince ? What brought thcC 

hither I 
What elfe but bigotry? What doft thou here ? 
What elfe but pedecute ? — ^The truth is great, 
I ■ ^r than tliou, and I will give it way j. 
E z 
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Ev'n thoM thyfelf, in all thy rage wUt hear it — 
From th^ir remote ft fource, diefe holy wars. 
What have they breath'd but bigotry and rapine ? 
Did not the firfl: Crufaders^ when their zeal 
Should have fhone oat the pureft, did they not. 
Led by th^ frantic hermit viflio began 
Tlie jnuru Vous trade, thro*, their own countries fprcad 
The woes their vice could not referve for oars \ 
TIio' this exceeds the purport of my meflage ; 
Yet muft I, thus infuked in my country^ 
Inuiked in religion, bid thee think, 
O King of England, on the diiFV^nt condud 
Of Saracens, and Chriftians, when beneath 
Ycur pious Godfrey, in the firft crufado, 
Jerufalem was fack'd, and when beneath 
(Jur gen'rous Saladin it was retaken. — 
O hidebus fcene ! my foul within me fhrinfcs. 
Abhorrent from the view I — ^Twelve thoufand wretches 
Received to msrcy, void of all defence. 
Trailing to plighted faith, to purchased fafety. 
Behold thefe naked wretches, in cold blood. 
Men, women, children, murder'd, bafely murder'd! 
The lidy temple, which you came to refcue, 
Regorges with the barbVous profanation. 
The ftreets run difmal torrents. Drown'd in blood. 
The very foldier^fickens at his carnage. 
Couldft thou,n(!) fun, behold the blafting fight, 
And lift again thy facred eye on mortals ? 
A rutldefs race ! Who can do this, can do it^^ 
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To pleafe the general Father of mankind!' 
While nobler Saladin— 

Ediv. Away ! be gone ! 
With thee, vile dervife, what have I to do ?. 
I lofc my hour of vengeance, I debafe me,. 
To hold this talk with thee- 
* SeL While truth and reafon 
Speak from my tongue^ vile dtrvife as I am. 
Yet am I greater than the highed monarch,^ 
Who, from blind fury, grows the Have of paffion^ 
Befides, I come to juftify a prince, 
Howe'er in other qualities below thee^ 
In love of goodneis^ truth, humanity, 
And honour, fir, thy equal; — yes, thy equal!—' 

Ediv. What ? how ^ compare me with a- damn'd af* 
faOln > 
A matchlefs villain ! — Ha ! prefumpt'bus dervife ! 
Thou gnaw'ft thy quiv'ring lip — A fmother'd pafllon. 
Sliakes thro' thy frame. — What villany is that 
Thou dar'ft not utter ?- — ^Wert thou not a wretch,, 
Prote<ft€d by thy habit, this right hand 
Should crufh thee into atoms — Hence! away I* 
Go tell thy mailer that I hold him bafe,. 
Beyond the pow'r of words to fpeak Kis bafenefsl- 
A coward 1 an aiTafHuating coward I 
And when I once have dragg'd him from his city. 
Which I will- ftraitway do^— 1 then will make him, 
In all the gall and bitternefs of guilt, 
' jding the vengeful fteel betv*dxt his teeth, 
" ^ake the traitor own it. 
F3 
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Sel. [^Di/cox;eri»g hir/ifii/. J i'ieycT I 

Edw. Ha! 

SeL Thou canft not, haughty monarch ! — I am he ? 
I am this Selim ! this iisfulted Selim ! 
Yet clear as. day,, and. will confound thy paiIion» 

Ednjj» Thou Selim ! 

Sel. I. 

Ed^. Was ever guilt fo bold? . 

SeL Did ever innocence defcend to fear ? 

Ed<f3j* This bears fome ihew of honour. Wilt thD». 
then, 
Decide it by the iWord ? 

SeL I will do more — 

Edit}. How more I 

SeL Decide it by. fuperior reafbn.. 

Ediv. No weak evafions ! 

SeL Tf I not convince thee, 
If by thyfelf I am not of this crime 
Acquitted, then I grant thee-thy demand.. 
l*^ay more, yon yielded city Ihall be thine ; 
For know, hot prince, I Ihould d iidain a thron e 

1^ COul | l r\q% fill wit h T^nnniir^ Were I gttilty, 
I Ihould not tremble at thy threat'ning voice;. 
No, 'tis myfelf I fear. 

Ediv. What Ihall I think?' 

SeL Hear but one witnefs, and I aik no morci. 
To clear my name. The witnefs is a woman. 
Her looks are truth ; fair uncorrupted faith 
Beams from her eyes. Thou ne'er canft doubt ' i 
beauty ; 
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For 'tis th' expreffion of a fpotlefs foul. 

Ediu. Curfe on thy mean luxuriQUs eaftern arts 
Of cowardice ! Thou wouldft feduce my vengeance— 
But I deteft all beauty — Barb'rous Sultan ! 
Ah .' thou haft murder'd beauty ! thy fell crime— 
Hafte, Glofter, hafte — in fight of camp and city. 
Prepare the lifts — Now {how thyfelf a prince, 
Or die in (hameful tortures like a ftave. 

SeL I came not hither or to dread thy wrath^. 
Or court thy mercy. 

Gloft. Sir, you cannot juftly 
Refttfe him his demand. The fervent IbuF 
Of undiffembled innocence, methinks, 
Is felt in what he fays. Firft hear this perfon ; 
And if ihe gives not full convicffcion, then. 
Have then recourfe to what (hould always be 
The laft appeal of reafonable beings, 
Brute force. 

Ed'w. Well then, conduft her hither. Sultan. — 

{^Seiim goes outJJ 
Ah ! my dilbrderM mind ! from thought to thought, . 
Uncertain, tofs'd, the wreck of ftorray paffion i 
This rage a while fupports me ; but I feel 
It will deicrt me foon, an<f I again 
Shall foon relapfe to mifery and weaknefs. 
EleoHoral little didft thou think, 
How deeply wretched thy dire gift of life,. 
H make, me! 
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SCENE IV. 

Edward^ Gloster, Theald; to t/^em Selim conduJi* 
ifig Eleonora, Daraxa. 

S^l. Raife thy eyes,. O King of England^ 
To the bright witnef* of my biiKnelefs honour. 

Ed*w. No; beauty Ihall no more engage my eyes^ j 

It (hall no more profane the Ihrine devoted j 

To the fweet image of my Eleonora ! I 

Let her declare her knowledge in this matter. j 

Eleott. Will not my Edward blefs me with a look ? 

Ed'w. What angel borrows Eleonora's voice ?— 
O thou pale Ihade of her* I weep for ever ! I 

■ Permit me thus to >vorfhip thee — Thou art !— *- 
Amazing heav*n ! Thou art my Eleonora ! 
My Eleonora's felf 1 my dear, my true, i 

My living Eleonora 1 — What — to whom- 
Owe I this miracle ? this better life? — . 

Opprefiive joy !— owe I my Eleonora ?' ! 

Eicon. To him, that genVous prince^ who put his^ 
life, 
His honour on the defp'rate rifque to fave me, 
When in the arms of death — Deprived of voice. 
Of motion, and of fenfe, benumb'd 1 lay, 
My frighted train around me thouglit me dead^ 
And fiil'd the tent with cries ; my heart alone 
Still feebly beat ; but foon the poifon's force 
Had driv'n out life from that its laft retreat ;. 
.If, in the moment of approaching, fate,.. 
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He, like my guardian-angel, had not brought 
An antidote of wondrous pow'r, by which 
I am to light rettor'd — to thee, my Edward ! 

EJiv. Did he, did he preferve thee 1 He, whom thu« 
I have with fuch inhuman pride infulted I 
O blind, O brutifli, O injurious rage I 
They, they are wife, who, when they feel thy mad" 

nefs. 
Seal up their lips. And canft thou then forgive me. 
Thou who haft o^er me gain'd that nobleft triumph. 
The triumph of humanity ? — Thou canft, 
//*Tis eaiier for the gen'rous to forgive 
Than for offence to afk-4t. ^/ 

Sel* Ufe not, prince, 
So harfh a word. More thari forgfve, I love 
Thy noble heat, thy beautiful ^iforder. 
O ! I am too much man, I feel, myfelf, 
Too much the charming force of human paffions, 
E*er to pretend, with fupercilious brow, 
With proud aflPedled vii'tue, to difdain them. 

Ed^. How, gen'rous fultan I how fhall I requite 
thee ? 
Here—- take thy lov'd Daraxa, whom I meant 
To have reftor'd, when this misfortune happened ; 
But fecret-working Heav'n ordain'd her ftay, 
To fave us alL 

Sel. Wert thou .the lord of earth, 
*^^— couldft not give me more ! — ^my dear Daraxa 1 
' Hence to the camp, my Glofter— Bid the 
foldiers 
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ForTake the trenches — Let unbounded joy 

Reign, fearlefs, o'er the mingled camp and city — 

Go, tell my faithful ibldiers, that their qneen^ 

My Eleonora, lives ! A prize beyond 

The chance of war to give ! She lives to foften 

My too impenoQS temper, and to make them^ 

To make my people happr ! — O my foul & 

What love e'er equal'd thine ? O dcu-efti beft f 

Pride of thy fex! inimitable goodnefs ! 

Whenever woman henceforth ihall be prais'd 

For conjugal afiedion, men -^iH fay. 

There (bine the virtues of an Eleonora ! 

Tranfporting blifs !-^liow bountiful is heav'n! 

Deprefling often, but to raife us more. 

Let never thofe defpair-who follow virtue. ^ 

Love — gratitude*-divi4e me. — Once more, Stiltan> 

Forgive me, pardon my mitlaken zeal. 

That left my country^ crofs'd the ftormy ieas, • 

To war ,with thee, brave prince, to war with honour*. 

Now that my paQjons give me leave' to think ; 

The hand of heav'n appears in what I fulTerM, 

My erring zeal has fuffer*d by a zealot. 

Sel. It does, O king. And, venerable Chrillian^ 
I know* thy moderation wiU ezcuie me. 
But fincc by ruling Wifdom (who unweigh'd. 
Unmeant, does nought) men are fo various made,. 
So various tum'd, that, in opinions, they 
Muft blindly think, or take a diflF'rent way ; 
In fpite of force, fiiice judgment tvill beiree ;. . 
Then let us in tlxis righteous mean agree i. 
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I^et hoi 7 ra:ge, let perfecution ccafe ; 
JLet the head argue, but the heart be peace; 
Let all mankind in love of what is righty 
In virtue and humanity^ unite. 



tie End tf tht Fifth M 
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EPILOGUE. 

By a friend. 

^HESE poets are fucb fools ! — The man behind. 
Who 'wrote this plaj — ajimplefouly I find,—* 
Believes J vHth all his heart, there 'was a 'wife. 
Who metis 'would die-^6fave a hujband^s life I 
He in the printed chronicles has read it i 
And true it is Sir Richard Baker f aid it. 

Why, 'what an afs thefe hooks do make a. man f 
Read Nature — then believe it^-you nvbo can. 
Look round this to'wn — the quejiion is not — 'whether 
Spoufe ^\t% for Jpoufe : hut, 'who 'will live together? 
Of old, they fay, a hufband 'was a lover:. 
But, thank our far s I thefe foolifj days are over: 
To fuch fuhjlantial prudence are ^we come. 
We fwed not heart to heart— ^hut, plumb to plumb* 
What fenfe? 'what beauty ? are not nonv the things : 
But, can he fettle — up to fwhat fhe brings ? 

Yet in this eafy, all-forgiving age. 
Bear 'with fuch moral fooPries — on theflage. 
Perhaps too, there may be feme gentle foui. 
Who rather likes to fweep^^than twin a vole ; 
Who thinks that there are charms in generous h 
And 'would to Ed^ward^ Eleonora prove* 
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i TO HIS 

ROTAL HIGHNESS 

FREDERICK, 

PRINCE Q f WALES.* 

SIR. 

THE honour your Royal Higmnes9 
has done me in the proteftion you was 
pleafed to give to this tragedy, emboldens me 
to lay it now at your feet, and beg your 
permiffion to publifh it under your royal pa- 
tronage. The favouring and protecting of 
letters has been, in all ages and countries, 
one diftinguiihing mark of a great prince ; 
i that with good reafon, not only as it 
ws a jullncfs of tafte, and clcvatioa of 
G 2 
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of xnind^ but as the influence of fuch a pra- 
tfeftion, by "exciting good writers to labour 
with more emulation in the improvement of 
their feveral talents, not a little contributes 
to the cmbellifliment and inftru^on of focic- 
;ty. But of all the different fpecies of writ- 
ing, none has fuch an eflFeft upon the lives 
and manners of men, as the dramatic ; and 
therefore, that, of all others, moft deferves the 
attention of princes ; who, by a judicious 
.approbation of fuch -pieces as tend to pro- 
mote all public and private virtue, may, more 
,than by any coercive methods, fecure the pu* 
,Tity of the ftage, and, in confequencc thereofj^ 
greatly advance tlie morals and politenefs of 
their people. How eminently Your Royal 
,Hkjhn£Ss has always extended your favour 
and patronage to every art and fcience, and, 
in a particular manner, to dramatic performan- 
ces, is too well known to the world for me 
to mention it here. Allow me only to wifh, 
that what I have now the honour to offer to 
your Royal Highness, may be judged ^'"* 
unworthy of your protedion, at Icaft '" 
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fentlmenis which it inculcates. A warm and 
grateful fenfe of your goodnefs to me makca 
me defirous to feizc every occafion of dcclar* 
ing 10 public, with what profound rcfpcft, 
and dutiful attachment, I am. 



^ S I R, 

Taur Royal HighnbssV 

-• ' « 

mq/i obli^ed^ 

tno/l obedient^ and 

^ moji devoted Servant^ 

JAMES THOMSOr 



ADVERTISEMENT- 

THIS play is confidcrably fliortened in 
the performance; but I hope it will 
not be difag^eeable to the reader to fee it 
as it was at firft written ; there being a great 
difference betwixt a play in the cloict, and 
upon the flage. 
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PROLOGUE. 



J^OLD h ihi man! iviot in this mcer age^ 

Fr^fumes to tread the chafte cerreSed flage* 
Now, nvM gay tinfel art/, nwr can no mere 
Conceal the tuant of Nature^ s Jierllng ore. 
Our fpells are vanijh^d, broAe our magic nuandf 
That us^d to nuaft you over fea and land. 
Before your Ught the fairy people fade. 
The demons fy — The ghoft itfelf is laid* 
In vain of martial fcenes the loud alarms. 
The mighty prompter thiiniPring out to arms. 
The play-'houfe pojfe clatfring from afar. 
The clofe*ns)ed^d hattle, and the din of ^war, 
Nenu, ev*n the fenaie feldom we convene f 
The yawning fathers nod behind the fcene. 
Tour tafte refers the gUtf ring falfe fublime^ 
To fgh in metaphor, and die in rhime. 
Sigh rant is tumbled from his galPry 'throne: 
Defcription, dreams-^-nay, JtmiUej are gone. 

^ fhaU'we then? to pleafe you how deviftf 
I r augment Jits not in your ears and eyes f 
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thrice happy ! could nve catch great Shakefpear*s art. 
To trace the dfiep receffes of tht heart ; 
"Ttts^fftpje fwitn juvnTney to *vohich is ghffi 
To Jlrtke the foul iviih darted flame from heaven ^ 
Could ive awake fofi Ot<i»afs tender ivOf 
Tiff pomp tf verje und gsdden linei of Rotue. 
JVe to your hearts apply : let them attends 
Before their JUent candid bar nxje'bend, 
Ifivarm^dj they Hftm, ^HfurnMefip^iJig 
If cold^ they ^mtherMi tht iinfi's iayt^ 
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Tanc^ed, Count of Leece, 

Matteo.Siffredi, Lord high') 
chancellor of Sicily, 3 

Earl Osmond, Lord high con- 7 
ftable of Sicily, S 

RoDOLPHo, friend to Tan-^ 
OR ED, and captain of theC 
guards, j 



Mr. Garrick. 
Mr. Sheridaa. 



Mr. Delane* 



Mr. Havard* 



S1GI8MUNDA, daughter of Sir- 7 

FREDI, V ''5 

Laura, fitter of Rodolpho, ? 
and friend to Siqumvnda, S 



Mrs. Cibber» 
Mifs Budgek 



Barons, Officers, Guards, &c. 



S C EN E, the city of Palermo in Sicily. 
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TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA. 

A 
TRAGEDY. 



ACTL SCENE L 

SusuMUNDAy Laura* 

Slgif. A H fatal day to Sicily! The king 
-A^ Approaches his laft moments ? 
La'ur, So 'tis fear*d. 

Sigif. Tht death of thofe diftingulfti'd by tlieir Na- 
tion, 
But by their virtue more> awakes the mind 
To folemn dread, and ftrikes a fadd'ning a\w J 
Not that we grieve for them," but for ourfelvcs,- 
Left to the toil of life — And yet the beft 
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Are» by the playful children of this world. 
At once forgot, as they had never been. 

Laura, 'tis faid — ^the heart is fometimes charged 
With a prophetic fadnefs : fuch, methinks. 
Now hangs on mine« . The king's approaching death 
Suggefls a thou&nd fears. What troubles thence 
May throw the ftate once more into confuflon. 
What iudden changes in my father's houfe 
May rife, and part me from my deareft Tancred, 
Alarms my thought. 

Laur* The fears of love-fick fancy ! 
Perverfely bufy to torment itfelf. 
But be aflur'd your father's fteady friend{)iip» 
Join'd to a certain genius, that commands. 
Not kneels to fortune, will fupport and cheriih. 
Here in the public eye of Sicily, 
This-— I may call him — ^his adopted fon. 
The noUe Tancred, form'd to all his virtues. 

Sigif Ah formed to charm his^ daughter !— *—T&is 
fair mom 
Has tempted far the chace. Is he not yet 
Retum'd ? 

• Laur. No.— When your father to the king, 
Who now expiring lies, was call'd in haftc, - 
He fent each way his mefTengers to find him ; 
With fuch a look of ardour and impatience. 
As if this near event was to Count Tancred, 
Of more importance than I comprehend. 

Siglf There lies, my Laura, o'er my ^ 
birth. 
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A cloud I cannot pierce. With princely accofl, 
Nay, with refpe<Et>. which oft I have obi'erv'd, 
Stealing at times fubmiflive o'er his features. 

In Belmont's woods my father rear'd this youth — 
Ah woods ! where firft my artlefs bofom iearn'd 
The fighs of love. — He gives him out the fon 
Of an old friend, a baron of Apulia, 
Who in the late crufado bravely felL 
But then 'tis ftrange ; is all his family. 
As well as father, dead ? and all their friends. 
Except my fire, the gen'rous good Siffredi? 
Had he a mother, fifter, brother left. 
The laft remain of kindred ; with what pride, 
What rapture, might they fly o'er earth and fea, » 
To claim this rifing honour of their blood ! 
This bright unknown ! this all-accompli(h'd youth ! 
Who charms — ^too much — ^the heart of Sigifmun4a! 

Laura, perhaps your brother knows him better, 
The friend and partner of his freeft hours. 
What fays Rodolpho ? Does he truly credit 
This ftory of his birth ? 

Latir. He has fbmetimes. 
Like you, his doubts ; yet, when maturely weigh'd, 
Believes it true. As for Lord Tancred's felf. 
He never entertain'd the fligheft thought 
That verg'd to doubt ; but oft laments his ftate, 
By cruel fortune fo ill pair'd to yours. 

lerit like his, the fortune of the, mind, 
wealth— Then to your brother, Laura, 
me? 

H' 
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Laur. Of nodiiiig elfe* Howc*cr 

!rhc talk begis» it ends with Sigiiinunda. 

Their morning* noontide, and their cv'ning ^ralk^ 

Arc full of yon ; and^all the woods of Behnom 

Enamoured with your natne^-* 
Slgif. Away, my friend^ 

You flatter — ^yct the dear, delufkm channs. 

Laur. No, Sigifmunda, 'tis the Ihiaeft truth, 

^•or half the truth, I tcU you. Ev'n with fondneft. 

My brother talks for ever of the paflion 

That fires young Tancred'sbreaft. Somuchitftrikeslura* 

He praifes love ^ if he were a lover. 

He blames the falic purfoits of Tagraat youth, 

CaiUthem gay folly, a miftaken ftrugglc 

Agaiail beft jndging nature. Be^sili ^ ^y»» 

In lavifk b^nt j^tbrm^d the hear t for lov c^; 

iiTlovrincludtdaU the^fiacrfee^ 

Of honour, virtue, fricndfhip, pweft blife-^ 

'—^/^^Vircootts Hodolj^l 
Laur. Then his pkafing theme 

He varies to the praifes of your lover— ^ 

Sigtf. And what, my Laura, fays he on fthe fuiyea I 
Lanr. He fays, that, tbo' he were not nobly bora. 

Nature has forok'a liim noUe, gcn'rous, brave, 

Truly inagnaniinp»s> aiui warmly fcoming 

Whatevcr.bears the froalkft taint of bafends : 
That ev'ry e*tfy virtue is his own \ 
Not learnt by painful labour, but infpir'd. 
Implanted in his foul— Chiefly one chana 
He in his graceful chara^er ohferve^^ 
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That tho* h!s pafiicms btirn with high impatience^ 
And fooietimesy from a soble heat of ixature. 
Are ready to fly ©ff ; yet the Icaft check 
Of n^ifig reafon brings them hack to fiefnper. 
And gentle fofmefs. 

Srgi/i True J O tree, RodoJpho! 
Bleft be thy kindred worth far loving hfst 
He is all iiranndiy aH amiable Sre, 
AU qnick heroic ardour I tempered fpft 
With gentlenefs of hearty and manly reafoaC 
If virtue were to wear a haman fonn» 
To ligh t it with h e r dignity a nd name» 
Then fo ft^ning naix her fmi les a nd ten^ r graiee^i 
O ihe would cha& the pccfi ai of my Tancred i 
uo on, my friend^ go on» and'ever praife him f 
The fiib^ed knows no bounds, mot can I tire. 
While my breaft trembles to that fweeceft misfic^l 
The heart g f wom an taftes n o ty aer joy» 
Is never flatbnr'd with fuch dear enchantmcnfe*«i' 
Js more than felfifli i>yiity «->a8 whgn 
She hears the praifes of t he oKm Ihe l^vo **^^ 
Laur* Madam, your father comesv "^ v^^ 

S C E N E XL 

SlFFREDI> &GISMUNDA> LaURA. 

TTi an attendant as be enters.^ Loird Tancrcil 



len 
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Att, My lord, he qukUy will be here. 
I. fcarce could keep before him, the* he bid me 
Speed on, to fay he would attend your orders. 
N Siff. ^Tis well— retire. — You, too, my danghttt*^ 
leave me. 

Stgif. I go, my father — But how fares the king ? 

S'iff. He is no more. Gone to that awful ftate. 
Where kings the crown Wear only of their virtues. 

Sigif, How bright muft then be his! — ^This ftroke is 
fudden. 
He was this morning well, when to the chace 
Lord Tancred went. 

Siff. 'Tis true. — But at his yea^s 
Death gives iliort notice — Drooping nature then, 
Without a guft of pain to fhake it, falls. 
His death, my daughter, was that happy period 
Which few attain. The duties, of his day 
Were all difcharg'd, and gratefully enjoy'd 
Its nobleft bleffings ; calm, as ev'xiing-ikies. 
Was his pure mind, and lighted up with hopes 
That open heav'n ; when, for his lad long fleep 
Timely prepared, a lafKtude of life, 
A pleafmg wearineTs of mortal joy. 
Fell o;i his foul, and down he funk to reft. 
O may my death be fuch! — He but one wift, 
Left unfulfiird, which was to fee Count Tancred — 

Sigjf, To fee Count Tancred I — Pardon me, my 
lord — 

Siff. For what, my daughter ? — But, with 
emotionjk 
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Why did you ftait at mention of Count Tancred i 

Sigff Nothing — I only hop'd tke dying king 
Might mean to make £ome gca*rous juil provifion 
_ Fo|" this your worthy charge, this noble orphan. 

SJjffl And he has done it largely — Leaye me novrr'^^i- 
i wit&t fefoae private conf 'rence with Lord 7axM:Fed^ 

SCENE IIL 

My doubts are but too true — If thefe ofd eyes 
Caii trace 'the mark^ of love, a mutual paflion 
Has feiz'd, I fear, my daughter and this prince^ 
My fovVeign now — Should it be fo? Ah there,. 
There lurks a brooding tempeft, that may ihake- 
My long-concerted fcheme, to fettle firm 
7'he pubfic peace and welfare, which the king. 
Has made the prudent bafis of his wilL — 
Away I unworthy views ! you fhall not tempt me I 
Nor int'reftj nor ambition- fhall feduce 
My "fixt reiblve — ^perifli the felfifh thought^ 
Which our own good prefers to that of millions 1— «• 

He comes— my king — ^unconfcious of Ms. fortune. 

• '■ ' ' 

SCENE IV. 

TanCREBT, SiFFRFDt* 

. lYi/ Lord SiSredi, in your looks I read, 
i -'-* the mournful news that fly abroad 

* Hj 
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From tongue to tongue — We then, at laft, have loffc 
The good old king ? 

S/Jf. Yes, we have loft a father I 
The greateft hlclTing heav'n beftows on mortals. 
And fel Jom found amidft thefe wilds of time* 
A good, a. worthy king ! — Hear me,, my Tancred,- 
And I will tell thee, in a lew plain words. 
How he deferv'd that beft, that glorious title. 
* ris nought complex, 'tis clear as truth and virtue. 
He lov'd his people, deem'd them all his children; 
The good exalted, and deprefs'd the bad- 
He ipurn'd the flatt'ring crew, v^^ith fcom rejecfled- 
Their fmootli advice that only means themfelves,. 
Their fchemes to aggrandize him into bafenefs : 
Nor did he lefs diidaih the iecret breath, 
The whifper'd tale, that blights a virtuous- name** 
Her fought alone the good of thofe for whom 
He was intrulled with the fov Veign powV :. 
Well knowing, that a people, in their rights- 
And indullry protected, living fafe 
Beneath the facred fhelter of the law?, 
Encourag'd in their genius, arts, and labours. 
And happy each as he himfelf deferves. 
Are ne'er ungrateful. With unfparing hand, 
They will for him provide : their filial love 
And confidence arc his unfiiling treafure. 
And ev'ry honeft man his faiiliful guard. 

Taftc. A gen'ral face of grief o'erfpreads the city. 
I marked the people as I hiihcr came, 
In crouds aifembled, (Iruck with filent forrow, 
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And pouring forth the noblefl pra'le of tears. 

Thofe, whom remembrance of their former woes,. 

And long experience of the vain iilufions 

Of youthful hope, had into wile confent 

And fear of change corre<5ted, wrung their hands; 

Aad often, cafting up their eyes to heav'n, 

Gave'fign of fad conjedure. Others IhewM, 

Athwart their grief, or real or affeded, 

A gleam of expe«5tation, from what chance ' 

Aitd change might bring. A mingled murmur ru» 

Along the Greets ; and, from the lonely court 

Of him who can no more allill their fortunes, 

I faw the courtier-fry, with eager hafte. 

Ail hurrying to Conltantia. 

Siff. Noble youtli 1 
I joy to hear from thee thefe juft refledlibns, 
Worthy of riper years — But if they feek 
Conftantia, truft me, they miftake their courie. 

Tanc, Howi Is fhe not,, my lord, the late king's- 
filler. 
Heir to the crown of Sicily ? the laft 
Of pur {am'd Norman line, and now our queen ? 

Sif, Tancred, 'tis true ; fhe is.the late king's fifter,- 
The fole furviving offspring of that tyrant 
Wi'l'iam the Bad-^^o for his vices flyPd $ . 
Who fpilt much noble bloody and fore opprefs'd 
Th' exhaufted hind; whence grievous wars arofe,- 
And many a dire ccnvulHon fhook the (tite. 
y '■", whofe death SIciiia mourns to-day. 
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William, >Wio has and well ckfenr'd the name ^ 
Of GW, fttcceeding to hi^ Cither's throne, 
f Reliev'd his country's woes— But to rctuniT— 
She is the Ute king's fifter, born fome months 
After the tyrant's death, tnit not next heir. 

Tanc. YottinuchfurprifexDe*-Maj I then pr^ooie 
To afk who is ? 

Stf. Come nearer, noble Tancred^ 
Son of my care I I muft, on this occaAon, 
Confuk thy gen'rons heart ; which, when ecnxlude^ 
By reditude of mind and honed virtues. 
Gives better connfel than the hoary heac^*-* 
Then know, there lives a prince, here in Pakrmoy^ 
The lineal oiFspring of our famous hero^ 
Roger the Firft. 

Tafsc* Great hcav'n !— How far remov'4 
From that our mighty founder I 

, Siffl His great grandfon i 
Sprung froni his eldeft few, who died untimely^ 
Before his father. 

Tanc* Ha ! the prince j(m mean 
Is he not Manfred's Ibn j The gen'rouf, brave. 
Unhappy Manfred ! whom the tyrant William, 
You juft now mention'-d, not content to fpoii 
Of his paternal cro^^Ti, threw into fetters^ 
And infamotifly murdered I 

Siff. Yes — the fame. 

Tanc. By heav'ns \ I joy to find our Norman rf «<rti- 
The world's fole light amidd theie barb'rouf ag< 
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Yet rears its head ; and fhall not, from the lance, 
Pafs to the feeble diftaiF — But this prince 
Where has he lain concealed ? 

Siff* The late good king, 
By noble pity mov'd, contriv'd to fave him 
From his dire father's unrelenting rage, 
And had him reared in private, as became 
His birth and hopes, with high and princely nurture. 
Till now, too young to rule a troubled ftate, 
By^ civil broils mod raiferably torn, 
He in his fafe retreat has lain conceal'd. 
His birth and fortune to himfelf unknown ; 
But when the dying king to me entrufted, 
As to the chanc'iior of the realm, his will. 
His fucceflbr he nam'd him. 

Tanc. Happy youth ! 
He then will triumph o'er his father's foes. 
O'er haughty Ofmond, and the tyrant's daughter. 
- Siff. Ay, that is what I dread — that heat of youth;* 
There lurks, 1 fear, perdition to the ftate ; 
I dread the horrors of rekindled war : 
Tho' dead, the tyrant ftill is to be fear'd ; 
His daughter's party ftill is ftrong, and num'rous : 
Her friend, Earl Ofmond, conftable of Sicily, 
Experienc'd, brave, high-born, cf mighty int*i'en:. 
Better the prince and princefs (hould, by marriage. 
Unite their friends, their int'reft and their claims; 
Then \9\A the peace and welfare of the land 
' -m bafis rife. 

'-, My Lord Siffredi, 
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If by myfclf I of this prince may judge, 

Tliat fchemc will fcarcc fucc^cd — Yonr ^prudent age 

In vain will counfel, if the heart forbid it — 

But wherefore fear ? The tight is clearly his ; 

And, under your dire^on, with each man 

Of worth, and ftedfaft loyalty, to back 

At once the king^s appointment and K$ birth-nghtj^ 

There is no ground for fear. They have great odds^ 

Again ft th* aftonifh'd fons of violence, 

Who fight with awful jufticc on their (ide. 

All Sicily will roufe, all faithful hearts 

Will range themfefves around prince Manfred's fon» 

For me, I here devote me to the fervice 

Of this young prince ; I evVy drop of blood 

Will lofe with joy, with tranfport, tn his caufc-^ 

Pardon my warmth — ^but that, my lord, will nc'tr 

To this deciiion come — ^Then find the prince;; 

Lole not a moment to awake in htm 

The royal fouL Perhaps he now dcfpondfog 

Pines in a corner, and laments his fortune ; 

That in the narrower bounds of private Kfe 

He muft confine hrs aims, thofc iwelling virtues 

Which from his noble father he inherits. 

SJJl Perhaps, regardleft, in the common ban^ 
Of youth, he melts in vanity and love. 
But if the feeds of virtue glow within him, 
I will awake a higher fcnfe, a k)ve 
That grafps the loves and happinefs of millions. 

Tanc. Why that furmifc ? Or, fhould he love 
fredi, 
I doubt not| ii is nobly, which will raife;. 
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And animate fajs virtues — O permit me 

To plead the caufe of youth-^Their virtue o&^ 

In pleafure's foft enchantment lull'd a wliile» 

Forgets itfelf ; it fkep^ and gayljr dreams, 

Till great occafion roufe it: then all Hame, 

It walks abroad* with heightened foul and vigour, 

And by the change alloniihe& the world. 

Ev'n with a kind of fymp^ithy, I feel 

The joy that waits this prince $ when all the powVs* 

Th' expanding heart can wifh, of doing good> 

Whatever fwells ambition, or exalts 

The human ibul into divine emotions,, 

All croud at once upon him. 

Stf. Ah, ^my Tancred, ^ 

Nothing fo eafy as in fpeculation^ 
And at a diihmce fe^r the courie of honom*, 
A fair delightful champain fttsew^d with flowVs. 
But when the pradice comes; when our fond paAons» 
Pleafure, and pride, and ielf-indulgence^ throw , 

Their magic duft around, the proTpciSl: roughens : 
Then dreadful paffes, craggy mountains rife, 
Cliffis to be fcal'd, and torrents to be ftcmm'd: 
Then toil enfues, and perfeverance ftern ; 
And endlefs combats with our groffer feufc, 
Oft loft, and oft renew'd ; and gea'rous p^ia 
For others felt ; and, harder leiTon ftill 1 
Our lioneft blifs for others facriiic'd; 
'^ —^ all the rugged tafk of virtue qoaik 
'^'^uteft heart of common reiblution. 
*■ above this turbid fcene of ftrifc> 
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few gain the fummit, breathe that pure ft air. 
That heav'nly ether, which untroubled fees 
The ftorm of vice and paflion rage below. 

Taftc. Moft true, ray lord. But why thus augur ill? 
You feem to doubt this prince. I know htm not. 
Yet oh, metkinks, my heart cofild aniwer for him ! 
The jundure is fo high, fo ftrong the gale 
That blows from heav'n, as thro' the dcadcft foul 
Might breathe the godlike energy of virtue. 

Siff. Hear him, immortal fhades of his great fa- 
thers ! — 

Forgive me, fir, this trial of your heart : 
Thou ! thou art he ! 

Tanc. Siflfredi ! 

Siff. Tancred, thou ! 
Thou art the man, of *all the many thoufands 
That toil upon the bofom of this iflc, 
By heav'n elected to command the reft, 
To rule, protedl them, and to make them happy I 

*Tanc. Manfred my father! I the laft fupport 
Of the fam'd Norman line, that awes the world ! 
I, who this morning wander'd forth an orphan, 
Outcaft of all but thee, my fecond father ! 
Thus call'd to glory \ to the firft great lot 
Of human kind ! — ^O wonder-working Hand, 
- That, in majeftic filence, fways at will 
The mighty movements of unbounded nature; 
O grant me, Heav'n! the virtues to fuftaia 
This awful burden of fo many heroes ! 
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Let me not be exalted into (Kame, 

Set up the worthlefs pageant of vain grandeur. 

Mean-tiaie» I thank the juftice of the king, 
Who has my right bequeathed me. Thee, SifTredi, 
I thank thee — O I ae*cr enough can thank thee ! 
Yea, thou haft been — ^thou art — flialt be my father J 
Thou Ihalt dire^ my unexperienced years, 
Shalt be the ruling head, and I the hand« 

SJf. It is enough for me — ^to fee my fov 'reign 
Aifert his virtues, and maintain his honour. 

Tanc. I think, my lord, you laid the king committed 
To you his will, I hope it is not clogg'd 
With any bafe conditions, any claufe 
To tyrannize my heart, and to Conftaiitia 
Enilave my hand devoted to another. 
The hint you juft now gave of that alliance. 
You muft imagine, wakes my fear. But know," 
In this- alone I will not bear diipute. 
Not ev'n from thee, Siffredi ! — I^rCt the council 
Be ftrait aif^mbled, and the wi41 there open'd ; 
Thence iflue fpeedy orders to convene. 
This day ere noon, the fenate 4 where thofe barons. 
Who now -are in Palermo, will attend 
To pay their ready homage to their king, 
Their rightful king, who claims his natjve crown. 
And will not be a king by deeds and parchments. 

Sif. I go, my liege. But once again permit me 
I; ' you — Now, now, is the trying crifi^;, 

„.uft dcte^rmine of your future reign. 
IV. I 
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O with heroic rigour watch your heart ! 
And to the fov 'reign duties of a king, 
iTh' unequard pleafures of a God on earth, 
Submit the common joyi, the common paflions. 
Nay, ev'n the virtues of the private man. 

Tattc. Of that no more. They nor oppofe, but aid, 
InvigVate, cherifh, and reward each other. 
Th^ kind all-ruling Wifdom is no tyrant 

SCENE V. 

Tancred alonf. 

Now, generous Sigifmunda, comes my turn> 
To fliew my love was not of \ihine unworthy, 
"JVhen fortune bade me blufh to look to thee. 
^ But what is fortune to the wifli of love ? 
A mifcrable bankrupt ! O 'tis poor, 
*Tis fcanty all, whate'er we can beftow ! 
The wealth of kings is wretchednefs and want!*^ 
Quick let me find her! tafte'that higheft joy, 
Th' exalted heart can know, the mixt efFufion. 
OF gratitude and love 1 — Behold, flie comes I 

SCENE VI. 

Tancred, Sigismunda* 

Tnfh\ My fluttering foul was all on wing to fir 
My love ! my Sigifmunda ! 



^ 
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Siglf O m^ Tancred 1 
Tell me, 'what means this myftery and gloom 
That lowVs around. Juft now, involv'd in thought:, 
My father fliot athwart me— You, ray lord, 
Seem ftrangely mov'd — I fear fouie dark event 
from the king's death to trouble our repofc. 
That tender calm we in the woods of Iklmont 
So happily enjoy 'd — Explain this hurry, 
What means it ? Say. 

Tanc, It means that we are happy ! 
Beyond our moft romantic wilhes, happy ! 

Sigif. You but perplex me more. ^ 

Tanc. It means, my faireft ! 
That thou art queen of iSicily ; and I 
The happiefl of mankind ! tlum monarch more \ 
Becaufe with thcc I can adorn my throne. 
Manfred, who fell by tyrant William's rage, 
Fam'd Roger's lineal iifue, was my father. {Paujhig^ 

You dropp, my love ;. dejciled on a fudden-; 
You feem to mourn my fortune — ^The foft tear 
Springs in thy eye— O let me kifs it off- 
Why this, my Sigifmunda ? 

S'tgif Royal Tancred, 
None at your glorious fortune can like me 
Rejoice ; — yet me alone, of all Sicilians, 
.It makes unhappy. 

Tanc. I ihould hate it theft ! 
uld throw, with fcorn, the fplendid ruin from mef — 
Sigifmunda, 'tis my hope with thee 
'^ -"-c it* whence it draws its richeft value* 
I % 
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Sigif You are my fov'relgn — I at humble dlftance— • 
Tanc. Thou art my queen ! the fov'reign of my foul \ 
You never reign'd with, futrh triumphant luftre, 
Such winning charms as now ; yet, thou art ftill 
The dear, the tender, genVous Sigifmundal 
Who, with a heart cxahed far above 
Th<j(e feKilh views that charm the. common breaft, 
Stocp'd from the height of life, and courted beauty. 
Then, then, to love me, when I feemM of fortune 
The hope Ids out call, when T had no friend, 
Ju'one to prot<?d and own me bnt thy father. 
And wouldl^ thou claim al) goodnefs to thyfelf ? 
J^::anil thou thy Tancred deem fo^dully form*d, 
Of fuch grofs chiy, juft as I reach the point— 
^ point my wildeft hopes could never image- 
In that great moment, full of ev'ry virtue, 
That I lliould then fo mean a traitor prove 
To the beft blifs and honour cf mankind, 
1&0 much difgrace the human heart, as then. 
For the dead form cf flattery and pomp, 
The faithlefs joys of courts, to quit kind trutb,^ 
The cordial fweets of friendilup and of love. 
The life of Kfe ! my all, my Svigifmunda ! 
J could upbraid thy fears, call them unkind. 
Cruel, unj nil, an outrage to my heart, 
J[3id they not fpring from love. 

Sigif. Think not, my lord. 
That to fuch vulgar doubts I can defcend. 
Your heart, I know, difdains the little thought 
Of changing with, the vain external change 
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(K circumdapee and fortone. Rather thence 
It would, with riling ardour, greatly feel - 
A noble pride to (hew itfelf the fame. 
But, ah I the hearts of kings are not their own» 
There is a haughty duty that fubjeds them 
To chains of flate, to wed the public welfare^ 
Aiid not indulge the tender private virtues. 
Some high-defcended princefs, who will bring 
New pow'r and int'reft to your throne, demand* 
Your royal hand — ^perhaps Gonllantia — 

Tanc. She! 
name her not I Were .1 thts moment freeV 
And difcngag'd as he who never felt 
The powerful eye of beauty, never figh'd 
For matchk:fs worth like thme^ I ihould abhor 
All thoughts of that alliance* Her fell father 
Mod bafely murdered mrsc ; and fhe, his daughter^ 
Supported by his barbVous party ftill. 
His pride inherits, his imperious fpirit^ 
And infolent prcteniioivs to my throne. 
And canft thou deem me then fo poorly tame^ 
So cool a traitor to my father^'s blood, 
As, from the prudent cowardice of ftate^ . 
E'er to fubmit to fuch a bafe propofal ? 
Deteftcd thought I O doubly, doubly hateful f » 

From the two ftrongeft paffions ;. from averfioo 
To this Conilantia — and from lt>v« to theo. 

^"(lom, 'tis true, a venerable tyrant, 
* * '* n extends her blind domijiion ? 



loa TANCRED and .SIGISMUNDA. 

The pridc of kings cnflaves them ; their ambition^ 

Or iniVeft, lords it o'er the better paflions. 

But vain their talk, maik'd under fpecious word* 

G£ ftation, duty, and of public good : 

They whom juil: heav'n has to a throne exalted. 

To guard the rights and liberties of others, 

What duty binds them to betray their own ? 

For me, my free-born heart AaH bear no ditSates, 

But thofe of truth and honour; wear no chains. 

But the dear chains of love and Sigrfmupda ! 

Or if indeed my choice muft be direfted 

By views of public good, whom fltall I chufe 

So fit to grace, to drgntfy a crown, 

And beam fweet mercy on a happy people. 

As thee, my love? whom place upon my throne 

But thee ? defcendcd from the good SrlFredi ! 

*Tis fit that heart be thine, which drew from hira 

Whate'er can make it worthy thy acceptance. 

Sig//. Ceafe, ceaie, to raife my hopes above my doty. 
Charm me no more, my Tancred !— O that we 
In thofe Weft woods, where firft you won my fouly 
Had pafs'd our gentle days : far from the toil 
And pomp of courts 1 Such is the wifli of love ? 
Of love, that, with delightful weaknefs, knows 
No blifs and no ambition but kfclf. 
Bnt, in Ihe vnorld's fnll Kght, thofe charming dreams, 
Thofe fond illufions vanifli. Awful duties. 
The tyranny of men, ev*n-your own heart, 
Where lurks a^fcafc your paffion ftifles now. 
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And proud imperious lionour call you from me* 
Tis all in vain— You cannot hudi a voice 
That murmurs here — I muft not be perfuadcd ! 

Tanc. lUCnce/Jng.'] Hear me, thou foul of all my 
hopes and wiflies ! . ' 

And witnefs, heav'n ! prime fburce of love and joy ! 
Not a whole warring world combined againd me ; 
Its pride, its fplendor, its impoftng forms, 
Nor int'reft, nor ambition, nor the face 
Of folemn ftatc, not cv'n thy father's wifdom^ 
Shall ever (hake my faith to Sigifmunda ! 

[Trumpet J and acclamations heard."^ 

But, hark ! the public voice to duties call me. 
Which with unweary'd zeal I will difcharge y 
And thou, yes thou, (halt be my bright rewards- 
Yet — ere I go — to hufli thy lovely fears. 
Thy delicate objedions-^— \Writes bis name,'^ 

Take this blank, 

Sigu'd with my name, and give it to thy father : 
Tell him, *tis my command it be fill'd up. 
With a moft ftri<5t and folemn marriage-contra^* 
How dear each tie ! how charming to my foul 1 
That more unites me to my Sigifmunda. 
For thee and for my people *s good to live. 
Is all th^ blifs which fov'reign pow'r can givCr 

•* 
The End of the Firjf A a. ' . 
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* 

A C T n. SCENE!. 

SiFFREDi altme. 

SO far 'tis well— The late king^s will procew^ 
Upon the plan I counfel'd 5 that Prince Tancred 
Shall make Contlantia partner of his throne. 

great, O wilh'd event ! whence the dire feed* 
Of dark inteftine broilsy'of civil war. 

And aU its dreadful miferies and crimes. 
Shall be for ever rooted frojii the land. 
Maythefe dim eyes, long blafted by the rage 
Of cruel faAion and my country's woes, 
Tir'd with the toils and vanities of life,. 
Behold this period, then be clos'd in peace ! - 

But how this mighty obftacle furmount. 
Which love has thrown betwixt ? Love, that difturba 
The fchemes of wifdom ftill ; that, wing'd with paffion^ 
Blind and impetuous in ks fond purfuits, 
Leaves the grey-headed reafon far behind. 
Alas ! how frail the ftate of human blifs ! 
When ev'n our honeft paffions oft deftroy it* 

1 was to blame, in folitude and fhades, 
Infedious fcenes ! to truft their youthful hearts. 
Would I had mark*d the rifmg flame I that now 
Burns out with dang'rous force — My daughter o\ 
Her paflSon for the king ; flic trembling own'd *' 
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With pray'rs, and tears, and tender fupplicationsy 
That almoU fhook my firmnefs — And this blank, 
Which his ra(h fondnefs gave her, ihews how much^ ' 
To what a wiJd extravagance he loves — 
I fee ho means — it foils my deeped thought — 
How to control this^madnsfs of the king. 
That wears the face of virtue, and will thence 
Difdain reftmint, will from his gen'rous heart 
Borrow new rage, ev'n fpecioufly oppofc 
To reafon, reafon — But it muft be done. 
My own advice, of which I more and more 
Approve, the ilriA conditions of the will. 
Highly demand his marriage with Conftantia ; 
Or elfc her party has a f^ir pretence — 
And all, at once, is horror and confufion — 
How iflue from this maze ? — The crouding baron* 
Here fummon'd to the palace, meet already, 
.To pay their homage, and confirm the will. 
On a few moments hangs the public fate, 
On a few hafty moments — Ha I there (hone 
A gleam of hope — ^Yes — ^vvith this very paper 
I yet will fave him — ^^Neceffiry means 
For good and noble ends can ne'er be wrong, 
lu that refiftlefs, that peculiar caie, 
Deceit is truth and virtue — But how hold 
This lion in the toil ?— O I will form it 
Of fuch a fatal thread, twift it fo ftrong 
yv.^u -^ij ^g jjg^ q£ honour and of duty, 

' . nis mod delp'rate fury Ihall not break 
' ^ ^^^a fiiare — Here is the roval hand— 
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I will beneath it write a perfc(5t, full, 
A'nd iibfolute agreement to the will ; 
"Which read before the nobles of the realm 
AfTcmbled, in the facred face of Sicily, 
Conftantia prcfent, evVy heart and eye 
Fix'd on their monarch, ev'ry tongue applauding, 
He miift fubmit,. his dream of love muft vaniih — 
It fhall be done! — To me, I know, 'tis ruin ; 
But fafety to the public, to the king. 
I will not^reafon more, I will not liftcn 
Ev'n to the voice of honour — No — ^'tis fix'dl 
I here devote me for my prince^ and country ; 
Let them be difcf and let me nobly periih ! 

Behold Earl Ofmond comes ; without whofe aid 
My fchemes arc all iix vain. , 

SCENE II. 

Osmond, Sifp&edu 

0/m. My lord SifFredi, 
I from the council haften'd to Conftantia, 
And have accorapJifh'd what we there proposed* 
The princcfs to the will fubmits her claims. 
She with her prefence means to grace the fenate. 
And of your royal charge young Tancred's hand 
Accept. At firft, indped, it Ihock'd her hopes 
Of reigning fole, this new furprifmg fccne 
Of Manfred's fon, appointed by the king 
With her joint heir— But I fo fully (hew'd 
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The juftice of the cafe, the public good 

And fure eftablifli'd peace which thence would rife, 

Join'd to the ftrong neceflity that iirgM her, 

If on Sicilia's throne the meant to fit| 

As to the wife difpofal of the will 

Her high ambition tam'd. Methought, befidesi 

I could difcern that not from prudence merely 

She to this choice itibmitted. 

Sif. Noble Ofmondr 
You have in this done to the public great 
And fignal fcFviiJe. ' Yes, I muft avow it ; 
This frank and ready inftance of your zeal. 
In fuch a trying crifis of the ftate> 
When int'reft and ambition might have warp'd 
Your views ; I own, this truly gen'rous virtue 
Upbraids the rafhnefs of my former judgment. 

Ofw. Siffredi, no.: — ^To you belongs the praife ; 
The glorious work is yours* Had I not feiz'd. 
Improved the wifli'd occafion to root out 
Divifion from the land, and fkvc my country, 
I had been bafe> been infamous for ever. 
'Tis'you, my lord, to whom the many thoufands, 
That by the barbarous fword of civil war 
Had fairu inglorious, owe their lives ; to you 
The fons of this fair ille, from her firft peers 
Down to the fwain who tills her golden plains, 
Owe their fafe homes, their foft domeftic hours^ 
.„ro* late time poflerity Ihall blefs you, 
vho advis'd this will — I blufh to think, 
1 fo long oppoiM the belt good man 
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In Sicily — With what impartial care 
Ought we to watch o*er prejudice and pafllon. 
Nor truft too much the jaundic'd eye of party ! 
Henceforth its vain delufions I renounce, 
Its hot determinations, that confine 
All merit and all virtue to itfelf. 
To yours i join my hand ; with you will owa 
No int'reft and no party but my country. 
Nor is your friendlhip only my ambition : 
There is a dearer name, the name of father, 
By which I fliould rejoice to call Siffredi. 
Your daughter's hand would to the public weal 
Unite my private happlnefs. 

Siff. My lord. 
You have my glad confent. To be ally'd 
To your diftinguilVd family, and merit, 
I (hall efteem an honour. From my foul 
I here embrace Earl Ofmond as my friend. 
And fon. 

Ofm. You make him happy. This aflent. 
So frank and warm, to what I long have wilh'd, 
Engages all my gratitude ; at once, 
In the firft blolTom, it matures our friendfliip. 
I from this moment vow myfelf the friend. 
And zealous fervant of SilTredl's houfe. 

Enter an Officer helonging to the tourt, 
9ff. \To Sijfredir\ The king, my lord, d 

your fpeedy prefence. 
^iff. I will attend him ft rait-— Fare wcl, my k 



I 
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The fenate nftets ; there, a few moments hence* 
I will rejoin you- 

OJm. There, my noble lord. 
We will complete this falutary work. 
Will tiiere begin a new aufpicious znu 

SCENE HL 

OsMOKD alo/ie. 

Siffredi gives his daughter to my wifbes — » 
But does ihe give herfelf ? Gay, young, and flatter**}. 
Perhaps engag'd, will Ihe her youthful heart 
Yield to my hardier, uncomplying year* ? 
1 am not fona'd, by ftsittery smd praife. 
By fighs and tears, and all the whimng trade 
Of love, to feed a fair one's vanity 5 
To charm at once and fpcwl her. Thcie foft arts 
Nor fuit.my years nor temper^ thefe be left 
To boys and doating Stge. A prudent father. 
By nature charg'd to guide and rule her choice, 
Reii|ns his daughter to a hufband's pow'r. 
Who, with fupertor dignity-, with reaibn. 
And manly tendemefs, will ever love her ; 
Not firft a kneeliag flave, and then a tyrant. 



£V. 
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SCENE IV. 

OsMONDy Barons; 

Ofnu My lords^, I greet, you WiclL Thiswondrons 
day 
Unites us all in amity and friendfliip. 
Wc meet to-day with open hearts and looks. 
Not gloom'd hy party, &QwltBg Qp.e^qh othfr» 
l)tit aiJ^the cliildr^n.of ooe happy^ iflc, 
Tlie fecial foi^s of; lil)€rty, N<o firide,. 
No pafHon noy^ no thwarting, views,. divide us,: 
Prince Manfred's line, at la&, to. WilHaai's,JQHi!d^ 
Combinc;§ uSf ia one family of; brothers. 
7 his to the late go^ni kill's.. weUrorder'd wiU,. 
And \Ai% Siffredi's gen'rous carp we owe. 
I truly give you joy* Firil of, yov^^U 
I here r^no^nce vhofe errors an4 divyion* 
That have fo long ditbirb'd cur. plaice, and fecm'd. 
Fermenting ftiil, ta threaten new commotituw-^ 
By time inftna^Qd, let us not difd*in 
To quit mifta^es. We all^ my lords, haye.err*d.. 
Men may, I frid*. he hoi^eii, tho' they difier. 

iji Bar. Who follows not, my lord, the fair example 
You fet us all, whate'er be his pretence. 
Loves not, with fmgle and unbiafs'd heart, 
Hi$ country as he ought. 
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2d Bar. O beatiteaiis peace! 

Sweet union of a ftai^! What die, but thon» 

Gives fafety, ^fkengtK, aoid glory to a peopl« ! 

I bow, lor^ condyle, btrtieach the fnow 

Of many yea«^ ; *y«t In my breail revives 

A youthful flame. Methinks, I &t again 

Thofe gentle days renew'd, that bkfs*d our ifl«. 

Ere by this wafteful fury of -divi(ioh, 

Worfe than otir JEtna*s moft <iefk'a6Uve fires, 

It defolated funk. I iee our plaini 

Unbounded craving whh the gHts of harveft ; / 

Our ftas with' commerce tht'Ong'd, our bufy ports 

Widi cheerful toQ. Our i£tna blooms afrclh ; 

Afrtifa the iweats of thymy Hybla flow. 

Our nymphs and ihepherds» fporting in each vale^ 

Infpire new fong, and wake the paft'rai reed— 

The tongue of age is fond-x-Come, come, my ions ; 

I long to fee this prince, of whom the world 

Speaks largely well— ^His father was my friend. 

The brave unhappy Manfred-^Come, my lords ; 

We tarry here too long. 

SCENE V. 

Two Officers, keeping off the croivd* 

One of the cron.vd. 
V us ottr kmg, 
valiant ^Manfred's fon, who lovld the peopfe«-i^ 
"'ft, we wfU behold him— i-Give us way* ' 
K a 
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\ft Off* Pray, gentlemen, give back — It rauft not be— 
Give back^^.I pray — On fuch a g]§d occafion 
I would not HI intreat the loweA of you. 
id Man. of the crowd. 

Nay, give us but a glitnpfe of our young King.. 
We more than any baroUr of them all 
Will pay him true allegiance. 

2d Off. Friends — indeed — 
You cannot pafs this way — We have ftridl ordersj 
To keep for him himfelf, and for the barons, 
All tliefe apartments clear — Go to the gate 
1'hat fronts the fca — ^You there will find admidion. 

,Y//. Long live king Tancred ! Manfred's fon — 
Huzza ! ^Cre^txid goes off,'^ 

ift Off. I do not marvel at their rage of joy t 
He is a brave and amiable prinee. 
Whea in my lord Siffredi's houfe I liv'd. 
Ere by his favour I obtain'd this office, 
I there remember well the young Count Tancred- 
To fee hrm and to love him were the faoac. 
He was fo noble in his ways, yet ftill 
i;o axTublc and mild— Well, well, old Sicily, 
Yet happy days await thee ! 

2(/ Off. Grant it heav'n 1 
\^(t have icon fad and troublous times enough* 
I le is, they fay,, to wed the late king's fifter,. 
Conftantial 

I/? Off. Friend, of that I greatly doubt. 
Or Lmiftak^, or lord SifFredi's daughter,. 
The gentle Sigifmundaj has his heart.. 
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If one fasLj fdi^ bf icinilf-cordtal looks. 

And fond aifidaous care to pleafe each other, 
Moll certainly they love — ^O be they Weft, 
As they dderve !• It were great pity aught 
Should paA a motdhlefs. pair : the ^ory htf, 
And fhe the bloottiing grace of Sicily ! 
2 J Qfi. My Lord Rodo^ho comes. 



SCENE VI. 

'KoDOi.'fno, from the fenate*. 

Roi, My Ikotieft &iend5» 

You may retire. {Officers go out jy, 

A ftorm is in the wind- 
This win perplexes alL No, Tancred never 
Can (loop to thefe conditions, which at once 
Attack his rights, his honour, and his love.- 
Thofe wife old nicn, thofe plodding grave ftate-pcdantSr 
Forget the coiji-fe of youth 5 their crooked prudence,. ^ 
To bafenefs verging ftil]> forgets to take 
Into their fine-fpun fehemes the gen'rous heart,. 
That thro' the cobweb-fyftem burning lays 
Their labours wafte — So will this bus'nefs prove,. 
Or I miftake the king — Back from the pomp 
He feem'd jit firft to (hrink ; and round his brow 
I mark'd a gathering cloud, when, by his fide, 
As if dpfign'd to (hare the public homage, 

the tyrant's daughter. But co&fefs'd„ 



/ 



/ 
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At leaft to me, the doubling tempcft frowii'd^- 

And ihook his fwelling bofora, when he heard 

Th' UEJuft, the bafe conditions oAhe wilL 

Uncertain, toft in cruel agitation^ 

He oft, methought, addrefs'd hinafelf to fpejl:^. 

And interrupt SifFredi ; who appeared. 

With confcious hafte,. to dread that interi uption,. 

And hurry 'd on-^But hark! I hear a noife. 

As if th* nfiembJy rofe !*— -Ha ! bigifmunda, 

Opprefs'd with grief and' wrapt in penfivc forrow, 

Paffes along 

\S'igif7minda avd uttendaTits pafj through 
tke back fc^ne. Laura advances*^ 

i 
SCENE VH. ! 

I 

RoDOLPHo, Laura. 

, Laur. Your bigh-prais'd friend, the king. 

Is falfe, moft vilely falfe ! The meaneft flave 

Had iliown a nobler heart ; nor grofsly thns. 

By the firft bait ambition fpread, been gull'd. 

He Manfred's fon ! away ! it cannot be ! 

The fon of that brave prince could ne'er betray , 

Thofe rights io long ufurp'd from his great fathers. 

Which he, this day> by fuch amazing fortune, 

Had juft regained \ he ne'er could facrifice 

All faith, all honour, gratitude and love, 

Ev'n juft refentnaent of his father's faJte, 
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And pride itielf ; whatever exalts a roan 
Above the grov'ling fons of peafant-nauc^ 
All in a moment — ^And for what ? why truly, 
For kind permiffion, gracious leave, to fit v 
Ob his o.Wn throne, with tyrant William's daughter ! 
R/k/. I ftand amaz'd — You furely wrong him, 
X.aura. 
There muft be fome miftake. 
Laur. There can be none ! 
SifFredi read his full and free confent 
Before th' applauding fenate. True indeed, 
A fmall remain of fhame, a tim'rous weaknefs, 
Ev'n daflardly in falihood, made him blufti. 
To ad this fcene in Sigifmunda's eye^ 
Who funk beneath his perfidy and bafenefs* 
HexKe,. tilLto*morrow he adjourn'd the fenate — 
To-morrow fix'd with infamy to crown him ! 
Then, leading oflF his gay triumphant princefs. 
He left the poor unhappy Sigifmunda, 
To bend her< trembling fteps to that fad home : 
His faithlefs vows will- render hateful to her — 
He comes — Farewel — I cannot bear his prefence t ■ 

SCENE VIIL 

Tancred, Siffredi, Rodolfho. 



<r^« 



. {^Entering to Siffredhl Avoid me, hoary trai 

tori — Go, Rodolpho, 
iers that aH paflages this way 
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Be {hut — Defend me from a hateful wcrlii^ 
The l>ane of peace and hononr-— then retorn*— 

What ! doft tkou haunt rne ftiU-? Omonftrcws infidtl 
Unparallcl'd indignity I Jaift heav'n ! 
Was ever king, was ever man fo treaud I 
So trampled into bafene^ I 
. Siff, Here, my liege. 
Here ftrike ! I nor deferve, nor a& for mercy* 

Tanc. Diflradlion ! — O my ieul — Hold, reaf6n> hold 
Thy giddy Teat— i-O this inhuman outrage 
Unhinges thought I 

Sif. Hjiterminaoe thy (ervant f 

Tanc. AIJ, all bttt this I toukl have bdrne^-but this I 
This daring tnfolence beyond example I 
TMs murd'rous ftroke that ftabs my peace for ever! 
That wounds oie there — there! where the human 

heart 
Mod exquifitely fee ls ■ ■■ 

Slff. O bear it not, 
My royal lord ! appeaje oa me ydtlr vengeance f 
V Tanc. Did ever tyrant image aught fo cruel ^ 
The loweft flave that crawls upon the earth, 
Robb'd of each comfort Heav'n beitows on mortals^ 
On the bare ground^ has ftili his virtue left. 
The fecret treafures of an honeft Jieart, 
Which thou haft dar'd, with rafb audacious hand,- 
And impious i'raud, in me to violate. 

&iff. Behold, my liege, that ralh audacious ha" ^ 
Which not repents its crime — ^O glorious ! hap 
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1£ by my raia I can iave your honour. 

Tartc. Suck honour I renounce ! withfovVcign fconxi 
Greatly deleft it, and its mean adviier ! 
Haft thou not dar'd beneath my name to iheher— * 
My name for other purpofes deftgn'd^ 
GIv'n from the fondnefs of a faithful heart. 
With the beft love overflowing — ^haft thou net 
Beneath thy fov'reign's name h^fciy prefum'd 
To iliield a lie.? a lie ! in public utter'd. 
To all deluded Sicily ? But know. 
This poor contrivance is as weak as bale* 
, In fuch a wretched toil none can be held ^ 
But fools and cowards — Soon thy flimfy arts, 
Touch'd by my juft, my burning indignation. 
Shall burft like threads in flame 1-— Thy doating pru-^ 

dence 
But mora fecures the purpofe it would ftiakc. 
Had my refolves been wav'ring and doubtful, ' 
This would confirm them, make them fix'd as fate j • 
This adds the- only motive that was wanting 
To urge them on thro' war and defolation— 
What! marry her! Conftantia! Her! the daughter 
Of the fell tyrant who deftroy'd my father ! 
The very thought is maJnefs ! Ere tlwyl feeft 
The torch of Hymen light thefe hated nuptials. 
Thou (halt behold Sicilia wrapt in flames. 
Her cities rajs'd, her valleys drench'd with flaughtcr — 
T' — r^4. .jijjg — ^jjjy. pride aflutnes the quartej* 
-•ur now is up 5 in fpitc of thee,. 
combitt!d ^ainft me,, X will give 
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Tiiis fcattcr'd will in fragments to die winds, 
Affert my rights, the freedom of my heai^t, 
Crufh all who dare o|^fe me to the d«(l, 
And heap perdition on thee ! 

Ssf. Sir, *tis jiift, 
Exbauft on me your rage ; I daira it tdl. . 
But for thtfe public threats thy pa&bn tttters, 
*Tis what thon canft not do ! 

Tanc. I cannot I ha ! ' 

Driv'n to the dreadful brink of ftdi dSflMmour, 
Enough to maike the tamcft coward brave, 
And intd fiercenefs roilfc the mildeft fkttiite^ 
What (haH arreil my vengeaiice-? who^ 

JSJf. T-hyfelf ! 

Tunc Away! dare not to jnftWy Ay crime! 
That, that alone caa aggravate its horror, 
Add infolence to infolence — ^perhaps • 
May make my rage forget^— 

Sif. O let it borft 
On this grey head devoted to ifiy fervice ! 
But when tlie ftorm has vented all its futy, 
Thou then nraft hear — ^nay more, I knc^ thcwi ^rlt- 
Wilt hear the calm, yet ftronger Voice of reafon. 
Thou muft refleia that a whole people's fafety. 
The weal of trufted millions fliould bear down, 
Thyfelf the judge, thy fond^ft partial pleafure^ 
Thou rauft rcftcA that there are other dotties, 
A nobler pride, a more exalted honour, 
Superior pleafures far, that will oblige. 
Compel thee, to abide by this my deed, 



Unwarraatedf, 'perj«ip&t in. common pxSdeet 
But whi^ n^eility, even Tutue's tyraut. 
With awful vQm co(a)X»Q<ie4-^Ye>,, tboa i»u(l» 
la calmer hours diveft. thee of thy 1qv«» 
Thefe commoo/pQ$Of» of thfl vulg^ brcafty 
This boUing hetic. q£ y,outb» and bfs a king 1 
The lover of tbjE-pvQpk! 

7Wiv. Truths, ifl-cmploy'd! 
Abas'd to colour guilt !*-^ king ! a^^king ! 
Yes» I vtULbc ^ king». but luit a (We 1 
In this will beta.king.1 in this.my people 
Sl^learato judge bpw Lvnll guard their rigjite. 
When xh^Yi H^hol^Q^c viiuticsttor my -own* 
But haye I,, fay^ been treated^like a. king ?<•«-*. 
Heav'ns ! could. I ftoDp Xo fuch outrageous, ufage^ 
I were a mean* a. flvuneleis wretch* unworthy 
To wield a fce|xtr& in a. land of fiaves^. 
A foil.abhQrr'd pf vurtne*. (hould belie 
My £4tl)er'& bloody, bdie tbofe^ very maxicn$» 
At other times» you taught my yputhr^-SiflPredi i 

[//? a foftcned tmt of v9ice,2 

Siff. Behcd4» myprincct bchdd.tlyy pooroklfervant) 
Whofe dai:ling Qare> thefe twenty, year^, has .been 
To aurfCi th«e up ta virtue ; who> for th«e. 
Thy glory and thy vreal^ renounces a;!, 
^ All int^reft or ambition can pour forjtb > 
What many, a felfiih father would purine 
Tiif/x* treaijliery and* crimes : behold him here, 
K»jx his feeble knees, to beg» conjure thee, 
^ '"-s to beg thee, . ta control thy paiSoUj 
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And favc thyfelf, thy honour, and thy people ! 

Kneeling with me behold the many thoufahds 

To thy protedion trufted : fathers, mothers, 

The facred front of venerable age. 

The tender virgin and the helplefs infant ; 

The miniilers of HeaVli, thofe, who maintain. 

Around thy throne, the majefty of rule ; 

And thofe, whofe labour, fcorch*d by winds and fun. 

Feeds the rejoicing public : fee them all. 

Here at thy feet, conjuring thee to fare them, 

From mifcry and war, from crimes and rapine ! 

Can there be aught, kind heav*n ! in felf-indulgence 

To weigh down thefe? This aggregate of love, 

With which compared the dearcft private paffion 

Is but the wafted duft upon the balance ? ' 

Turn not away — Oh is there not fome part. 

In thy great heart, fo fenfibie to kindnefs. 

And gen'rous warmth, fbme nobler part, to feci 

The pray*rs and tears of thefe, the mingled voice 

Of heav'n and earth ! 

Tanc. There is ! and thou haft touchM it. 
Rife, rife, Sifiredi— Oh! thou haft undone roe^ 
Unkind old man ! — O ill-intreated Tancredl 
Which way foe'er I turn me, diftionour rears 
Her, hideous front — and mifery and ruin 1 
Was it for this you took fuch care to form me ? 
For this imbu*d me with the quickeft fenfe ^ 
Of Ihame ; thefe finer feelings, that ne'er vex 
The common mafs x>£ mortals, dully happy 
la bleftnnfenfibility? O rather 
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Yoa fhovid have fear'd my heart ; taught me that pow'r 
And fplendid int'rell lord it iUU o'er virtue ; 
That, gilded by profperity and pride. 
There is no (hame, no meaunefs : tenqper'd thus, 
I had been fit to rule a.venal world. 
Alas ! what meant thy wantonnefs of prudence ? 
Why have you ratsM this miferable confiid 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man? 
Set virtue agatsft virtoei — ^Ah, Sifiredi ! 
Tis thy fuperfluoust thy unfeeUag wifdom. 
That has involved me in a maze of error, 
Almoft beyond retreat-— But hold, my ibul. 
Thy fteady purpofe — ^Toft by various paiSons, 
To this eternal anchor keep-— There is, . ^ 

Can be, no public without private vtrtue-— "^ 
Then mark me well, obferve what I cormaaad; 
It is the fole expedient now remainmg — 
To-morrow, when the fenate meets again. 
Unfold the whole, unravel the deceit ; 
Npr that alone, try to repair its miiehtef ; 
There aU thy pow'r> thy eloquence, and iat'reft 
Exert, to retnilate m<( in my rig|u;s, 
And from thy own dark fnares to difembroil me — 
Start not, my lord — ^This muft and (hall be done ! 
Or here our frieadfliip ends— Howe'er difguisM, 
Whatever thy pretence, thou art a traitor. 
^iff. I (hould indeed deferve the name of traitor, , 
*n a tr^tor's fate, had I {o flightly, 
TV. L 
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From principles fo weak, done what I did. 
As e'er to difavow it — 

Tanc. Ha! 

Slf My Kcgc, 
Expcdl not this — ^Tho* pra^s'd long in courts^ 
I have not fo far learn'd their fubt]e tjrade^ 
To veer obedient witkeach guft of paffion« 
I honour thee, I venerate thy ordersg 
But honour more my duty. Nought on eartk 
Shall ever fhake me from that foltd rock, 
JJor fmiles nor frowns. — 

Tunc. Yjou Vill not then ? 

^'tff. I cannot! 

Tanc. Away J begone I— O my Rodelpho, come. 
And fave me from this traitor !-;— Hence, I fay. 
Avoid my prefence flrait ! and know, old man, - 
Thou my worft foe beneath the mafk of friendihip> 
Who, not content to trample in the duft 
My deareft rights, doft with cool iniblence 
Perfift, and call it duty \ hadft thou not 
A daughter that prote^s thee, thou fhouldft feel 
The vengeance thou -dcfervflift— No reply! 
Away! 

SCENE IX. 

Takckeo, Rodolpho^ 

Rod* What can incenfe my prince fo highly 
Agalnft his friend Siffredi ? 
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Tanc. Friend! Rodolpho? 
When I have told thee what this friend l^as done> 
How plajr'd me like a boy, a bafe-born wretch^ 
Who had not heart nor fpirit ! thou wilt fiand 
Amaz'd, and wonder at my fhiptd patience. 

Rod* I heard, with miit aftonifhoienc and grief^ 
The king's unjuft diflionourable will. 
Void in itfelf — I ikw you Rung with rage» 
And writhing in the faare ; joft as I went. 
At your command^ to wait you here— but that 
Was the king's deed, not h»» 

Tanc, O he advts'd it! 
Thefe many years he has in fecret hatched 
This black contrivance, glories m the fcheme. 
And proudly plumes him with his tr^tVous virtue. 
But that was nought, Rodolpho, nothing, nothing I 

that was gentle, blamelefs to what followed! 

1 had, my friend, to Sigifmunda giv'n. 

To hufh her fears, in the full gufh of f<mdnefs, 

A blank fign'd by my hand— 4uid he-*0 heav'ns ! 

Was ever fuch a wild attempt f— he wrote 

Beneath my nanoe an abfolute compliance 

To this detefted will } na)c dar'd to read it 

Before myfelf, on my infulted throne 

His idle pageant placed — O words are weak 

To paint the pangs, the rage, the indignation. 

That whirl'd from thought to thought my (bul in tempcflr 

r on the point to burft, and now by (hame 

— fs'd— But in the face of Sicily 
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All mad with acclamation , what, RodoIpho» 

What could I do ? The fole relief that rofe 

To my diftraded mind, * was to adjouri^ 

Th' afTembly till to«morrow — But to-morrow 

What can be done ? Q it avails not what I 

I care not what is done — My only care • 

Is how to clear my faith to Stgifmunda. 

f>he thinks me falfe ! She caft a look that kill'd met 

I am bafe in Sigifmunda's eye ! 

The loweft of mankind, the moft perfidious 1 

Rod* This was a drain- of infolence indeed, 
A daring outrage of fo fbange a nature. 

As ftuns me quite 

Tanc. Curs'd be my timid prudence t 
That daOi'd not back, that moment in his face, 
The bold prefumpt'ous lie — ^and curs'd this hand I 
That, fnE«» a ftart of poor dlfliraulation, 
Led oflF my Sigifoiunda's hated rivaL 
Ah theaF what, poifon'd by the falfe appearance, 
What, Sigifmunda, were thy thoughts of me? 
How, in the filent bittemefs of foul, 
How didfl thottfcorn me! hate makmd, thyfelf. 
For trufting^to the vows of faithlcfe Tancred! 
Forfuch I fecm'd— I was! — The thought diftraAs me? 

1 ftiould have caft a flattering world afide, 

Rulli'd from my throne, before them all avow*d her. 
The choice, the glory of my fKce-bom heart, 
And fpura'd the fliameful fetters thrown upon x 
Inftead of that — coufufion ! — ^what I did 
Has clinch'd the chain, confirm'd SiflFrcdi*s cri 
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And fix'd me down to infamy ! 

Rod. My lord, 
Blame not the conda^ which your firaation 
Tore from your tortur'd heart — ^What could you do ?' 
Had youy fo circumftauc'dy- in open fenate. 
Before th' aftonilh'd public, with no friends 
Prepar'dy no party form'd, afironted thus 
The haughty princefs and her powerful faSion> 
Supported by this will» the fudden ftroke. 
Abrupt and premature, might have recoiled 
Upon yourfelf, ev*n your own friends revolted^* 
And tum'd at once the public fcale againft you* 
Befides, confider, had you then detedcd- 
In its frefii guilt this a^ion of Si£ft-edir* 
You mud with iignal. vengeance have chaftis'd' 
The treafonable deed-^Nothing fo mean 
As weak infulted. powV that dares not puniflL; 
And how would that have fuited with your love^ 
His daughter prefent too ? Truft mc, your coadu^r' 
Howe'er abhorrent to a heart like yours. 
Was fortunate and wife — Not that I mean- 
E'er to adviie fubmiflion--^ 

Tanc, . Heavens ! Submifllion ! ' 
Gould I defccnd to bear it, cv-'n in thought,. 
Befpife me, you, the world, and Sigifmunda ! ' 
Submifllon ! — No !•;— To-morrow's glorious light 
Shall flalh'difcov^ry on this fcene of bafenefs. 
Whatever be the rifque, by heav'ns! to-morrow,^ 
I ^"'" '^'erturn the dirty lie-built fchemes ^ 

C old men, and ihew my faithful fenate, . 

1-3 
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That Manfred's fcm knoin to aflert and wear^ 
With undiminiih'd dignity, tha| crown 
This nnexpeded day has plac'd upon him. 

But this, my friend, theie ftormy gufts of pride 
Arc foreign to ray lore — ^Till Sigifmunda 
Be difabns'd, my breaft is tumult al^ 
And can obey no fettled courie of reafon. 
I fee her ftiil, I feel her pow'rfui image. 
That look, where with reproach complaint was mix'd,. 
Big with foft wo and gentle indignation. 
Which feem'd at once to pity and to fcora me-— 

let me find her ! I too long have left 
My Sigifmunda to converfe with tears, 

A prey to thoughts that pi^are me a villain. 

But ah ! how, clogg'd with this accurfed ftate, 

A tedious world, (ball I now find accefs ? 

Her father too-— Ten thoufand horrors croud 

Into the wild fantaftic eye of love— 

Who knows what he may do ? Come theBt niy friend. 

And by thy fifter's hand O let rae Real 

A letter to her. bofom— *•! no longer 

Can bear her abfence, by the jufl contempt 

She now muft brand me with, in&m'd to madncis* 

Fly, my Rodolpho, ily ! engage thy fifter 

To aid my letter, and this very evening 

Secure an interview^— I would not bear 

This rack another day, not for my kin^doni ! 

Till then, deep-plung'd in folitude and (hades, 

1 will not fee the hated face of man; 



^ 
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Thought drives on thought, on paffions paffion$ roll ; 
Her fmiles alone can calm my ragiog ibttl. 

Thi End of the Second Aii^^ 

A C T ni. S C E N E I. 

SiGiSMCNCA alone^ J^^^^^g,^^ ^ difconfolate poflure. 

AH tyrant prince ! ah more than faithlefs Tancred I 
Ungen'roQS and inhuman in thy faifhood ! 
Hadfl. thott, this momlngy when my hopelefs hearty, 
Submifllve to my fortune and my duty, 
Had fo much fpirit left, as to be willing 
To give thee back thy vows, ah I hadft thou then* 
Coafefs'd the fad neccffity thy ftatc 
Impos'd upon thee,^. and with gentle friendfhip, 
Since we muft part at laft, our parting foften'd ; 
I (Eould indeed— r fhould have been unhappy, 
But not to this extreme — ^Amidft my grief, 
I bad* with penfive pleafure, cherifli'd ftiil 
The fweet remembrance of thy fornwr love ; 
Thy image ftill had dwelt upon my foul, 
And made our guiltlefs woes not undelightfaL 
But coolly thus — How couldd thou be {o cruel ? — 
^^ -evivc my hopes, to fooih my love 



Jtz$ TANCRED and &IGISMDNDA- 

And call forth all its tend^rnefs) then fink me 
In black defpair-^What unrelenti|^ pride 
Poffcfs'd thy breafty that thou couldft bear unmov'd*- 
To fee me bent beneath a weight of fhame ? 
Fangs thou canft never feel ! Hbw couldil thou drag me^. 
In barb'rous triumph^ at a rival's car? 
How make me witnefs to a fight of horror ? 
That handy which, but a few ihort hours ago,- 
So wantonly abus'd my firnple faith, 
" Before th' attefting world giv'n to another. 
Irrevocably given !— There was a time, 
When the lea(l cloud that hung upon my brow, 
Perhaps imagin'd only, touch'd thy pity. 
Then, brighten'd often by the ready tear, 
Thy looks were foftnefs all; then the quick heart,. 
In ev'ry nerve alive, forgot itfelf. 
And for each other then we felt alone. 
But now, alas! thofe tender days are fied ; 
Now thou canft fee me wretched, picrc'd with anguSh> 
With ftudy'd anguifhof thy own creating. 
Nor wet thy harden'd eye — Hold, let me thinks— 
I \^Tong thee fure ; thou canft not be fo bafc. 
As meanly in my mifery to triumph — ' 
What is it then ?— Why fhould I fearch for pain ?— 
O 'tis as bad I — ^Tis ficklenefs of nature, 
*Tis fickly love extinguilh'd by ambition — 
Is there, kind heav'n! no conftancy in man? 
No ftedfaft truth, no gen'rous fix'd affe^on, . 
That can bear up againft a felfiih woild? 
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No, there is none — Ev*n Tancred is inconftant ? 

Hence ! let jne fly this fcene ! — ^Whate'er I fee, 
Theie roofs, thefe walls, each obje<ft that furrounds me. 
Are tainted with his vows — ^But whither fly ? 
The groves are worfe, the foft retreat of Belmont, 
Its deep*iitng glooms, gay lawns, and airy fummitd. 
Will wound my bufy memory to torture. 
And all its fhacbs will whifper — ^faithlefs Tancred 1 — 
My father comes — How, funk m this diforder> 
Shall I fufisun hk prefence ^ 

S C E N E 11. 

SlFFREDIy S1GI8MUNOA* 

Sifi Sigifxiianda, 
My dearcft child I I grieve to find thee thus 
A prey to tears. I know the powerful caufe 
From which they flow, and therefore can excufe them^ 
But not their wilful obftinate continuance. 
Come, roufe thee then, call up thy drooping fpirit ; 
Come, wake to reafon from this dream of love. 
And fiiew the world thou art Sifircdi*s daughter. 

Sigif. Alas ! I am unworthy of that name. 

Stf. Thou art indeed to blame ; thou haft too raflily 
Engag'd thy heart, without a father's fandlion. 
p - -KCc I can forgive. The king has virtues, 
:ad thy full excufe ; nor was I void 
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Of blarney to truft thee to thofc dang'rous virtues. 
Tien dread not my reproaches. Tho' 1^ i3lames, 
^hy tender father pities mor^ than blames thee«r 
Thou art my daughter ftill ; and, if thy haut 
XVill now refumfe its pride, a/Tcrt itfelf. 
And greatly rife fuperior to this trial, 
I to my warmeft confidence again 
Will take thee» and efleem thee more my daughter. ' 

SIgi/. O you are gentler far than I deferVe 1 
It is, it ever was, my darling pride. 
To bend my foul to yonr fupreme* cdntiaands. 
Your wifeft will ; and tho*, by love bel;ray'd — ^ 
Alas ! and punilh'd too— I have tranfgrefs'd ^ 
The niceft bounds of duty, yet I feel 
A ientiment of tendernefs, a fource 
Of filial nature fpringing in my bread. 
That, fhould it kill me, fhall control this paflion,. 
And make me all fubmiflion and obedience 
To you, nvy honoured lord, the beft of fathers. 

Sifi Come to my arrns.^ thou comfort of my age i 
Thou only joy and hope of thcfe grey Ijairs ! 
Come ! let me take thee to a parent's heart ^ 
There, with the kindly aid of my^ advice, 
Ev'n with the dew of thefe paternal tears. 
Revive and nourilh this becoming fpirit — 
Then thou doft promife me, my Sigifmunda-— 
Thy father (loops to make it his requeft — 
Thou wilt refign thy fon^ prefumpt'ous hopes. 
And henceforth never more indulge one thought 
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That in the light of love regards the king ? 

Sigif^ Hop^ I have none !^*Thofe by this fatal daf 
Are blafbd all— But from ixiy foul to banilh 
While weeptng-mern'ry there retains her feat^ 
Thoughts which the pureft bofom might have cherifliMy 
Once tny delight, now ev'n in anguifh charming. 
Is more, alas ! my Icurd, than I can promiie* 

Sif. Abfence and time, the foft'ner of our paffions. 
Will conquer this. Mean-time, I hope from thee 
A gen'rous great effort ; thslt thou wilt now 
Exert thy utmoft force, nor languish thus 
Beneath the vsun extravagance oi lore. 
Let not thy father bluih to hear it faid. 
His daughter was fo weak, e'er to admit 
A thought fo void of reafon, that a king 
Should to his rank, his honour, and his glory. 
The high important duties of a throne, 
Ev'n to his throne itfelf, madly prefer 
A wild romantic paflion, the fond child 
Of youthful dreaming thought and vacant hours; 
That he ftould quit his heav'n-appointed ftation, 
Dcfert his awfiil charge, the care of all 
The toiling millions which this ifle contains ; 
Nay more, fhould plunge them into war and ruin : 
And all to footh a fick imagination, 
A miferable weaknefs — Muft for thee. 
To make thee blcft, Sicilia be unhappy ? 
: king himfclf, loft to the nobler fcnfe 
( ^anly praifc, become the piteous hero 
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When, as I prattling twin'd around yoor neck. 
You fnatch'd me to your bofoga, kifs'dtny eyes. 
And melting fdid you faw my mother tl^re ; 
O fave me from that worft fercrity 
Of fate ! O outrage not my breaking heart: 
To that degree-**! cai^not ! — '^tis ioipoffibk !*— 
So foon withdraw it, giv€ it to another — 
Hear me, my deareTk father ! hear the voice 
Of natih^ and humanity, that plead 
As well afi jaftice for me 1 — ^Not to chufe 
Without your wife dire^iou may be duty ; 
But ftill my choice is free — ^That is a right, 
Which ev'n the loweft: flave can never lofc. 
And wouki you thus degrade me ? make me. bafe ? 
For fuch it were to give my worthlcfs perfon 
Without aiy^ heart, an injury to Ofmond, 
The higheft'caA be done — Let me, my lord---- 
Or I fhall die, (hall by the fudden change 
Be to diftradion (hock'd — let me wear out 
My haj^efs days in folitude and filence, 
Far from the malice of a prying world I 
At leaft — you cannot fiu-e refule me this-*-' 
Give me a little time — I will do all, 
All I can do, to pleaie you ! — O your eye 
Sheds a kind beam— 

Sif. My daughter I you-abu& 
The foftncfs of my nature-— 

Sigif. Here, my father. 
Till you relent, here will I grow for ever ! 

Siff. Rife, Sigi&awada—- -Tho* you touch -^ 
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Not^tQg can fhake th* inexorable dilates 

Of honour, duty, and determine reafon. 

Then by the holy ties of filial love, 

Refolve, I charge thee, to receive Earl Ofmondy 

As fuits the man who is thy father*s choice, 

And worthy of thy hand — I go to bring htm«-* 

S/g/f Sparc me, my deareft father! 

SJf. I4ftdf.'} I muft rulh 
From her foft grafp> or nature will betray me I 
O grant us, Heav'n ! that fortitude of mind. 
Which liftens to our duty, not our paflions— 

Quit me» my child ! 

Sigif. You cannot, O Qiy father t 
Tou cannot leave me thus ! 

SIff. Come hither, Laura, 
Come to thy friend* Now fhew thyfelf a friend^ 
Combat her weaknefs ; diffipate her tears i 
Cherifh, and reconcile her to her duty. 



SCENE III. 

SiGisMUNDA, Laura. 

Sigif. O wo on wo ! diftrefs*d by love and duty I 
O ev'ry way unhappy Sigifmunda ! 

Laur. Forgive me, madam, if I blame your griefs 
How can you wafte your tears on one fo falfe ? 
iTorthy of your tendernefs ? to whom 
^ht but contempt is due and indignation ? 
^ You know not half the horrors of my fatelt 
M z 
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I might perhaps have learned to fcorn his falfhood ; 
Nay, when the fipft fad burft of tears was paft, 
I might have rous*d my pride, and fcorn'd himfelf— • 
But 'tis too much, this greateft laft misfortune — 
O -whither fhall I fly ? Where hide me, Laurai 
From the dire fcenc my father now prepares ! 

Laur* What thus alarms you, madam \ 

Sigif. Can it be ? 
Can I— 4h no ! at once give to another 
My violated heart ? in one wild moment ? 
He brings Earl Ofmond to receive my vows ! 
O dreadfiil change ! for Tancrcd, haughty Ofmond ? 

Laur. Now, on my foul, 'tis what an outraged hearty 
Like yours, fhould wifh I — I fhould, by heav'ns, eftecm it 
Moll exquifite revenge ! 

SigiJ^ Revenge on whom ? 
On my own heart, already but too wretched ! 

Laur* On him! this Tancredl who has bafely fold^ 
For the dull form of defpicable grandeur, 
His faith, his love ! — At once a flave and tyrant ! 

Sigif» O rail at me, at my believing folly, 
My vain ill-founded hopes, Ijut fpare him, Laura 1^ 

Laur^ Who rais'd thefe hopes ? who triumphs o'er 
that weaknefi I 
Pardon the word — You greatly merit him ; 
Better than him, with all his giddy pomp ! 
You rais'd him by your fmiles when he was nothing i 
Where is your woman-pride ? that guardian fpirit 
Giv'n us to dafK the perfidy of man I 
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Ye pow'rs ! I €annot bear the thought with patienc^-^ 

Yet recent from the moft unfpariBg vows 

The tongue of love e'er lavifli'd ; from, your hopes 

So Tainly, idly, cruelly deluded j 

Before the public thus, before your father^ 

By aai irrevocable folemn deed,, 

With fuch iuhtunaa fcom, to throw you from him £ 

To give his faitlilefs hand, yet warm from thine. 

With complicated meannefs, to Conftantia ! 

And, to complete his crime, when thy weak limbs 

Could fcarce fupport thee> then,, of thee regardlefs,i 

To lead her off r 

l^igifm That was indeed a Ughc 
To poifon love \ to turn, it into rage 
And keen contempt 1 — ^What means this (lupFd weakxtefi 
That hangs iq>on me I Hence, unworthy tears ! 
l^agrace my cheek no more f No more,, my hearty 
For one io coolly falfe or meanly fickle— 

it in^orts. not which-— <lare to fuggeft 
The lead excufe ! — ^Yes, traitor, I will wring 
Thy pride, will turn thy triumph to^confudon !' 

1 will not pine away my days for diee^ 

Sighing to brooks and groves ;; while, with^ vain pity,. 

You in a rival's arms lament my fate — 

No ! let me perilh ! ere I tamely be 

That foft, that patient, gentle Sigifmundav 

Who can confole her with the wretched boaft,* 

She was for thee unhappy ! — If I am,, 

I " be nobly fo ! — Sicilia's daughters. 

Ata 



1 
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Shall, wondVmg, {ee in vat z great example 
Of one who puniih'd an ill-judging heart. 
Who macle it bow to what it moft abhorr'd I 
Crufli'd it to mifery ! for having thus 
So lightly liften'd to a worthkfs lover ! 

Laur. At laft it mounts ! the kiodling pride of virtue I 
Truft me^ thy raarrjage will imbitter hrs — ' } 

Ssgif O may the furies light his niTptial torch. 1 
Be it accurs'd as mine ! for the fair peace» 
The tender joys of hymeneal love. 
May jealoufy awak'd, and fell remorfe^ ^ 

Pour all their fierceft venom thro' his breaft !— 
Where the fates lead, and blind revenge, 1 follow !-«— 
Let me not think — By injar'd love ! I vow, 
• 7 hou (halt, bafe prince, perfidious and inhumazvl 
Thou ihalt behold me in another's arms ! 
In his thou hateft ! Ofmoad's I 
Laur* That wiU grind 

His heart with fecret rage ! Ay, that will ftmg; 

His foul to madnefs .' let him up a terror, 

A fpefecle of wo to faithlefs lovers ! 

Your cooler thought, beAdes, will oi the change 

Approve, and think it happy. Noble Ofmond 

From the fame ftock with him derives his birth, 

Firft of Sicilian barons, prudent, brave., « ' 

Of ftriaeft honour, and by all revBr'd. — 

Sigif. Talk not of Ofmond,, but perfidious Tancred! 

Rail at hirui rail ! invent new names of fcorn ! 

Aflift me, Laura ; lend my jage frefh fuel ; 
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Support my ftagg'ring purpofe, which already 
Begins to fail me — Ah, my vaunts how vaia ! 
How have I ly'd to my own heart ! — Alas ! 
My tears return, the mighty flood o'erwhelms me J 
Ten thoufand crouding images dl ft raft 
My tortur'd thought — AAid is it cotne to this ? 
Our hopes ? our vows ? our oft repeated wiilies, 
Breath'd from the fervent foul, and full of heav^n^ 
To make each other happy ? — come to tliis ! 

Laur^ If thy own peace and honour cannot keep 
Thy refolution fix'd, yet, Sigifmunda, 
O think, how deeply, how beyond retreat^ 
Thy father »s engag'd. 

Sigf/. Ah wretched weaknefs J 
That thus enthrals my foul, that chafes thence 
Each nobler thought,, the ieufe of ev'ry duty !— 
And have I then no tears for thee, my father ? 
Can I forget thy cares, from helplefs years,. 
Thy tendernefs for me ? an eye ft ill beam'd 
With love.? a brow that never knew a frown ? 
Nor a harih word thy tongue f. Shall I for theie 
Repay thy (looping venerable age. 
With fhame, difquiet, anguilh, and difhonour ^ 
It mnd not be ! — ^Thou firfl of angels i come^ 
Sweet filial piety ! and firm my bread ! 
Yes, let one daughter to her fate fubmit,. * 

Be nobly wretched — ^but her father happy ! — 
Laura ! — they come I — O heav'ns ! I cannot (land 
: horrid trial I — Open, opin, 6arth ! 
" hide me fi oril their view I 
-;. Madam! 
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SCENE IV. 

SlFFREDIy OsMOND» SlGlSMUNl>A» LAUIUt> 

Siff. My daughter^ 
Behold my noble friend who courts thy hand>. 
And whom to call my fon I fhall be proud ;• 
Nor fhall I lefs be pleas'd n his alliancd 
To fee thee happy. 

Ofm. Think not, I prefiimr. 
Madam, on this your father's kind confcnty 
To make me bleft. I love you from a heart,.. 
That feeks your good fuperior to my own i 
And will, by ev'ry art of tender friendfliip^ 
Canfult your deareft wel&re. May I hope, 
Yours does not difavow your father's choice ?' 

Sigif. I am a daughter, fir — and have- no pow*'r 
O'er my own heart — I die— Support me, Laura.. 

[^Faints. 1 

Siff. Help— Bear her off — She breathes— my daugh^ 
terU- 

Si^f. Oh!^ 
Forgive my weaknefs — ^foft — ^my Laura,, lead i 
To mry apartment. 

Siff. Pardon me, my lord, 
If, by this fudden accident alarm'd,s 
1 leave you for a moment. 



J 
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SCENE V. 

Osmond alone* 

Let me think— 
What can this mean? — Is it to me averfion? * 
Or is it, as I fearMi (he loves another \ 
Ha I — ycs—^perhaps the king, the young Count Tap- 
ered ! 
They were bred up together — Surely that» 
That cannot be — Has he not giv*n his hand» 
In the moft folemn manner, to Conftantia ? 
Does not his crown depend upon the deed ?/ 
No — if they lov'd, and this old (latefman knew it. 
He could not to a king prefer a fubjeft. 
His virtues I efteem-^nay more, I truft them— ^ 
So far as virtue goes — but could he place 
His daughter on the throne of Sicily— 

'tis a glorious bribe, too much for man !— 
What is it then ? — I care not what it be. 

My honour now, my dignity demands. 
That my proposed alliance, by her father, 
And ev'n herfelf accepted, be not icorn'd.- 

1 love her toe — I never knew till now 
To what a pitch I lov'd her. O (he (hot 
Ten thoufand charms into my inmoft foul ! 
S jQok'd fo mild, fo amiably gentle, 

S '^ -v'd her head, (he glow'd with (uch confufioH, 
S »vellnefs of modedy ! She is. 
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In gracious mind. In matmers, and in perfon^ 
TJie perfcd model of all female beauty ! — 
Ske rauft be mine — She is ! — If yet her heart 
Confents.not to my liappinefs, her duty, 
Join'd to my tender cares, will gain fo much 
Upon her gen'rous nature— That will follow. 

The man- of fcnfc, who aAs a prudent part, 
Not flattering deals* but forms himfelf the heart. 

Tbe End of the Third M* 

A C T IV. SCENE!. 

. The garden belonging to SifprcdiV hoiife. 
SiGisMUNDA, Laura. 

SiGiSMUNOA, mjith a letter in her Sand. 

y 'TT^IS done ! — I am a flavc ! — ^The fatal vow 
X Has pafs'd my lips ! — ^Methought in thole ik^ 
moments, 
The tombs around, the faints, the diu-kenM altar„ 
And all the trembling (brines with horror {hoolu 

But here is ftill new matter of diftrefs. 
O Tancred, ceafe to perfecute me more I 
O grudge me not foiSae calmer ftate gf wq ! 
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Some quiet gloom to (hade ipy faopelefs daySf 
Wliere I may never hear of love and thee l-*- 
Has Laura too conipir'd againft my peace ^ 
Why did you take this letter ?«— bear it back-— 

\Givit^ her the Utier^'^ 
I tnW not court new pain> 
• Laur, Madain> Rodolpho 

Urg'd me fo much, nay, ev'n with tears con}ur*d me. 
But this once more to ferve th' unhappy king^— 
For fuch he faid he was — that tho' enrag'd^ 
lEqual with thee, at his inhuman fahhood, 
I could not to my brother's fervent pray'rs 
Refufe this office — Read it — His excufes 
Will only more expofe his falihood. 

Sigif. No. 
It fuits not Ofmond's wife to read one line 
From that contagious hand — llie knows too well ! 

Laur, He paints him out diftrefs'd beyond expreflion, 
Ev'n on the point of madnefs. Wild as winds. 
And fighting feas, he raves. His paffions mix. 
With ceafelefs rage, all in each giddy moment* 
He dies to fee you and to clear his faith. 

Stgtf* Save mo from that I — ^That would be worfe 
than all! 

Laur. I but report my brother's words ; who thea 
* Began to talk of ibme dark impoiition, 
That had deceived us all : when, interrupted, 
^'» heard your father and Earl Ofmond near, 
mmon'd to Conftantia's court they went. 
/: Hal impo&ioa?— WeUl If lamdoom'^ 
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To be, o'er all my fex, the wretch of love, 
In vain I would refift— -Give me the letter— 
' To know the worft is fome relief — ^Alas I 
It was hot thus, with fuch^dire palpitations, 
Thaty Tancred> oncfe I us'd to read thy letters. 

[ Attempting to read the letter^ but gives it to Laura^ 
Ah, fond remembrance blinds me !*— Read it, Laura* 

Laura reads^ 

*< Deliver me, Sigifmunda, from that moft eiqui* 
fite mifery which a faithful heart can fuffer — ^To be 
thought bafe by her, from whofe efteem even virtue 
borrows new charms* When I fubmitted to my cruel 
Ctuation, it was not falfhood you beheld, but an excefs 
' of love. Rather than endanger that, I, for a while, 
gave up my honour- Every moment till I fee you 
ftabs me with feverer pangs than real 'guilt itfelf can 
feel. Let me then conjure you to meet me in the gar- 
* den, towards the clofe of the day, when i will explain 
this myftcry. We have been moft inhumanly abuied ; 
and that by the means of the very paper which I gave 
you, from the warmeft fmcerity of love, to aflure to 
you the heart and hand of 

T A N C 8. E D-'i 

Sigif. There, Laura^ there, the dreadful feciet 
fprung ! 
That paper ! ah that paper!' it fuggefts 
A thoufand horrid thoughts — I to my father 
Gftve it 5 aaid he perhaps— I dare not caft > * 



1 
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A look that way — If yet indeed you love me, 

biad me not, kind Tancred, with the truth! 
Q pitying keep me ignorant for ever I 

What flrange peculiar miiery is mine ? 
Reduc'd to wifh the man 1 love were falfc? 
Why wai I hurry'd to a ftep fo rafli ? 
Repairlefs wo ! — I might have waited, fure, 
A few (hort hours — No duty that forbade-— 

1 ow^d thy love that juftice, till this day 
Thy love an image of all-perfedt goodnefs ! 

A beam from heav'n that glow'd with cv'ry virtue ! 
And have I thrown this prize of life away ? 
The piteous wreck of one diflradled moment ? 
Ah the cold prudence of remorfelefs age ! 
Ah parents, traitors to your children's blifs ! 
Ah curs'd, ah blind revenge ! — On ev'ry hand 
I was bctray'd — ^You, Laura, too, betray'd me ! — 

Laur, Who, who, but he, whatever he writes, betray'd 
you ? 
Or felfe or pufiltanimous. For once, 
I will with you fuppofe, that his agreement 
To the king's will was forg'd — ^Tho' forg'd by whom ? 
Your father fcorns the crime. — ^Yet what avails it? 
This, if it clears his truth, condemns his fpirit, 

A youthfid king, by love and honour fir'd, . ^ r 

Patient to fit on his infulted throne, 
And let an outrage, of fo high a nature, 
Unpunifh'd pafs, uncheck'd, uncontradided— 
O 'tis a meanneis equal ev'n to falfhood ! 

Vol. IV. N 
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To bend his paflioS to the fway of reafon. 
In 411 you have done well ; but when you bid 
My humbled hopes ld{>k up to you again, 
And footh'd with wanton cruelty my weaknefs — 
l^hat too was well — My vanity deferv'd 
The iliarp rebuke, whofe fond extravagance 
Could ever dream to balance your repofe, 
Your glory and the welfare of a people. 

Tanc, Chide on, chide on. Thy f<^t reproaches now-, 
Inftead of wounding, only footh my fondnefs. 
No, no, thou charming confort of my foul ! 
I never lov'd thee with fuch faithful ardour, 
As in that cruel miferable moment' 
You thought me falfe ; when ev*n my honour ftoop'd 
To wear for thee a baiiled face of bafenefs. 
It was thy barb'rous father, Sigifmunda, 
Who^caught me in the toil. He turn'd that paper. 
Meant for th' aifuring bond of nuptial love, 
To ruin it for ever ; he, he wrote 
That forg'd confent, you heard, beneath my name ; 
Nay, dar'd before my out-rag'd throne to read it ! 
Had he not been thy father — Ha! my love! 
You tremble, you grow pale. 

Sigif. Oh leave me, Tancred ! 

Tanc, No! — Leave thee? — Never I never! till you 
fet 
My heart at peace, till thef^ dear lips agaia 
Pronounce thee mine ! Without thee I renounce 
Myfelf, my friends, the world— Here on this hand 
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Slgif, My lo^d, forget that ii^nd* which ^ever uow^ 
Can be to thine united-^ 

7anc. Sigifmonda! 
What doft thou mean? T^j words,, thy look, thy 

manner. 
Seem to conceal fome horrid ftcrct— heav'ns 1 — 
No— that was wild — di(bra£tion fires the thought ! — 
Sigif. Enquire no more — I never can be thine. 
*Tanc, What, who ihaJl interpofe ? who dares attempt 
To brave the fury of an injur'd king \ 
Who,. Qfe he ices tliee raviih'd fi'om his hopes. 
Will wrap all blazing Sicily in fianaes— * 

Sigif In vain your pow'r, nay lord — ^This fatal error, 
Join'd to my father's unreknting will. 
Has plac'd an everlafling bar betwixt us**-^ « 

J am — Earl Ofmoiid's — wife. 
Tone* Earl Ofmond^s wife ! — 

l^Jfier a long pauf^ during nuhich thei 
look at ont another nuUh the higkeji 
* agitation ami moft tender diJlrefsS\ 
Heav'ns! did I hear the« right? What I marry 'di 

marry 'd I 
Loft to thy faithful Tancrcd ! loft for ever T 
Could ft thou then doom me tp fuch matchlefs wo,. 
Without fp much as hearing me \ — Diftraftion I — 
Alas r what haft thou done ? Ah, Sigifinunda !— 
Thy raih credulity ha^ done a dleedu 
"w^hich of two happteft lovcrs: — that e'er fclc 

*• hhi^^ pow'r, has made two finiih'd wretches ! 
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But — Madnefs ! — Sure, thou knowft it cannot be t 
Tliis hand is mine ! a thoufand thoufand vows — 



SCENE III. 

. Tancred, Osmond, Sigismunda. 

Ofm. \_Snatching her hand from the kingJ^ Madam, tlii$ 
hand, by the moft iblemh rites, 
A little hour ago, was given to me ; 
And did not fov'reign honour now command mc. 
Never but with my life to quit my^aim, 
I would renounce it — thus ! 

Tanc. Ha I who art thou ? 
Prelumpt'ous man ! 
' ^^g^f* L^ifi^^'l Where is my father ? heav'ns ! 

l^Goej out. "2 

Ofnu One thou fhouldft better know — ^Yes — view me — 
one! 
Who can and will maintain his rights *and honour, 
Againft a faithlefs prince, an npftart king, 
Whofe firft bafe deed is what a harden'd tyrant 
Would blulh to adl. 

Tanc^ Infblent Ofmond ! know, 
This npftart king will hurl confufion on thee. 
And all who Ihall invade his facred rights. 
Prior to thine — ^Thine founded on compulfion. 
On infamous deceit, while his proceed 
From mutual love and free long-plighted faith. 
She is, and fhail be mine f— I will annul. 
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By the high pow'r with which the laws inveft me, 
Thofe guilty forms in wliich you have entrap'd, 
Bafely ertrap'd, to thy detefted nuptials, 
My queen betroth'd ? who has my heart, my hand, 
And fhall partake my throne — If, haughty lord. 
If this thou didft not know, then know it now I 
And know befides, as I have told thee this, 
Shouldft thou but think to urge thy treiifon further-*^ 
Than treafon more! Treafon againft my love! — 
1 hy li^ Ihall anfwer for it ! 

Ofm. Ha! my life I— 
It moves my fcorn to hear thy empty threats. 
When was it that a Norman baron's life • 
Became fo vile, as on the frown of kings 
1 o hang ? — Of that, my lord, the law muft judge r 
Or if the law be weak, my guardian fword — 

Tanc. Dare not to touch it, traitor ! left my rage . 
Break loofe, and do a deed that mifbecomes me* 

SCENE IV. 

Tancred, Siffredj, Osmond. 

Slff* \JE.nterlng,'\ My gracious lord! what is k I 
behold 1 
My fov'rcign in contention with his fubjeds ? 
Surely this houfe deferves from royal Tancred 
P. '-ttle more regard, than to be made 
^ — ■"- of trouble and unfeemly jars. 
Ii »s my foul, it baffles ev'ry hope. 
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It makes me fick of life, to. fee thy glory 

Thus blafted in the bud — Heav'ns I cato your h^hneft 

From your exalted charadler defcend, 

The dignity of virtue ; and, inftead 

Of being the prote^or of oiu- rights. 

The holy guardian of domeftic blifs. 

Unkindly- thus diilurb th« Iweet repofe^ 

The fecret peace of families, for which 

Alone the freeborn race of man to law* ^ 

And government fubmitted I 

Tanc. My lord Siffredi, 
Spare thy rebuke. The duties of my ftatioa 
Are not to me unknown — But thou, old man^ 
Dofl thou not bluih to talk of rights invaded I 
And of our bed oixr deared bliis didurb^d ? 
Thou I who with more than bwb'rous perfidy 
Haft trampled all allegiance* juftice, truth. 
Humanity itfelf, beneath thy f«ex I 
Thou knowft thou haft^ — I could, to thy confufioiH 
Return thy hard reproaches ; but I fpare thee 
Before this lord, for whofe ill-forted friendfliip 
Thou baft moft bafely facrific'd thy daughter. 
Farewel, my lord ! — For thee, lord conftable,, 
Who doft prefume to lift thy furly eye 
To my foft love, my gentle Sigifmunda,. 
I once again command thee, on thy life — 
Yes — chew thy rage — ^but mark me-— on thy Kfcy 
No further urge thy arrogant preteafioas I 
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SCENE V. 

SiFFRBDi, Osmond. 

Ofm, Ha ! arrogant pretcnfipns ? heav'n and earth ! 
What ! arrogant pretenfions to my wife ? 
M7 wedded wife 1 Where are we ? In a land 
Of civil rule, of liberty, and laws ?— ^ ' 

Not on my life purfue them ?— Giddy- prinCe I 
My life difdains thy-nod. It is the gift 
Of parent heav'n, ^who gave me too an arm^ 
A fplrit, to defend it again ft tyrants. 
The Norm an race, the fons of mighty Rollo» 
Who, rufliing in a temped from the north, , 
Great nurfe of gen'rous freemen ! bravely won 
With their own Iwords ^heir feats, and ftill poiTeft theoi 
By the fame noble tenure, are not us'd v/ 

To hear fuch language — If I now defift; 
Then brand me for a coward ! deem me villain \ 
A traitor to the public ! By this condud 
Deceiv'd, .betray 'd, infulted> tyranuiz'd. 
Mine is a common caufe. My arm (hall guard, 
MIx'd with my own, the rights of each Sicilian, 
Of focial life, and of mankind in general. 
Ere to tjiy tyrant rage they fail a prey, 
I ihall find means to Ihake thy tott'ring throne,. 
\ h this illegal, this perfidious ufage 
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Forfeits at once, and crufli thee in the ruins I — 
Conftantia is my queen ! 
Sfff. Lord Conftable, 
Let us be fteadfaft in the right ; biit let us 
Adl with cool prudence, and with manly temper^ 
As \veU as manly firmnefs. True, I own, 
IJh' indignities. you fuffer are fo high, 
As might ev'n.jufHfy what now you threaten. 
But ifi my lord, we can prevent the woes. 
The cruel horrors of inteftine war. 
Yet hold unt»uch'd our liberties and laws ; 

let us, rais'd above the turbid fphere 
Of little fejfifti paflions, nobly do it ! 
Nor to our hot intemperate pride pour out 
A dire libation of Sicilian l^ood. 

*Tis godlike magnanimity, to keep, > 

When rooft provok'd; our reafon calmyand clear, ^ 

And execute her will, from a ft^ng fenie 

Of what is right, without the vulgar aid 

Of heat and p&dton, which, tho' honeft> bear lis 

Often too far. Remember that ray houfe 

Protedts my daughter ftill ; and ere I faw her 

Thus ravilh'd from us, by the arm of pow'r, 

This hand (hould a<ft the Roman father's part. 

Fear not ; be tempVatc ; all will yet be well. 

1 know the king. At firft his paffions burfl: 
Quick as the lightning's fiafh : buc in his breaft 
Honour and juftiiic dwell.— ^Truft' me, to reafoa 
He will return. . 
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0/m. He will !— By hcav'ns, he (hall «— 
You know the king — I wifh, my lord Si£Frecli» 
That you had deign'dto tell me all you knew-— 
And would you have me wah, with duteous patience^ 
Till he return to reafon ? Ye juft pow'rs ! 
When he has planted on our necks his^foot. 
And trod us into flaves ; when his vain pride 
Is clo/d witih our fid>miffion ; if, at laft. 
He finds his arm too weak to (hake the frame 
Of wide-eftablifh'd order out of joint. 
And overturn all juftice ; then, perchance^ 
He, in a fit of fickly kind ^repentance, 
May make a merit to return to reafon. 
No, no, my lord !— There is a nobler way. 
To teach the blind oppreflive Fury rejlfon: 
Oft has the-luftre of avenging fteel 
UnfeaPd^herftupid eyes-^The fword is reafoni 

S C E N E VI. 

SiFFltEDi, Osmond, Kodoltho, nvith guardj. 

Rod. My lord high conftable of Sicily, 
In the king's nattie, and by his fpeeisll order, 
I here arreft you prifoner of ftate. 

Ofm. What king ? I know no king of Sicily.^ 
Unlefs he be the hufband of Conftantia. 

Rod. Then knew him now — ^Behold his royal orders 
*3 ear you to the caftle of Palermo. 

Let the big torrent fosun its madnefs off. 



ts6 TANCRED and SIGISMUNDA. 

Submit, my lord — No caftle long can hold 

Our ^^Tongs — This, more than friendlhip orallianccy 

Confirms me thine ; this binds me to thy fortunes. 

By the ftrong tie of common injury, 

Which nothing can diflblve— I grieve, , Rodolpho, 

To fee the reign in fuch unhappy fort 

Begin. * • 

Ofm, The reign ! thfe ufurpation call it ! 
This meteor king may blaze a while, but foon 
Muft fpend his idle terrors — Sir, lead on — 
Farewel, my lord — More than my life and fortune. 
Remember well, is in your Tiands — my honour ! 

SJffl Onr honour is the fame. My fon, farewel — 
We fhall not long be parted. On thefe eyes 
Sleep (hall not flied his balm, till I behold thee 
Reftor'd to freedom, or partake thy bonds. 

Ev'n noble courage is not void of blame. 
Till nobler patience fandifies its flame. . 
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♦♦♦♦^'♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦^'♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦^ 
A C T V, S C E N E I. 

SiFPREBi alone^ 

THE profpeS low'rs around. I fouii4 the king, 
Tho' calm'd a Kttle, with fubfiding tempeft. 
As fuits his gcn'rous nature, yet in love 
Abated nought, mod ardent in his purpoie ; 
Inexorably fix'd, whate'cr the rifk. 
To claim my daughter, and diflblve this marriage^— 
I have embark'd, upon a perilous fea, 
A mighty treafure. Here the rapid youth, 
Th* impetuous pafSons of a lover- king 
Check my bold courfe ; and there, the jealous pride, 
Th* impatient honour of a haughty lord 
Of the fird rank, in int'reft and dependents 
Near equal to the king, forbid retreat. 
My honour too, the fame unchang'd conviction, 
That thefe my meafures were, and flill remain 
Of abfolute necediCy, to fave 
The land from civil fury, urge me on. 
But how proceed ? — I only fafter rufh 
^T— n the de^''rate evils I would Ihun. 
IV, O 
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Whatever the motive be, deceit, I fear. 

And harfti unnat'ral force, arc not the means 

Of public welfare or ©f private bK6^^ 

Bear witnefs, Heav'n ! Thou mind-iofpe^Hng eye ! 

My breaft is pure. I have prefer'd ray duty. 

The good and fafety of my fellow-fubje^. 

To all thofe views that fire the felfilh race 

Of men, Jind mix theiii in etierpid" broils. ^ 

Enter an Officer belonging to Siffredx. 

Off. My lordt a' man of nobJe pcwrt, his f4C0 
WrapM la difguiie, is earaeii for ftdmilEasi. 

Sijf. Go, bid htm cntor-^ [fl^<?f J'flr/ awT.J 

Ha ! vrap*d in dlfgui^ \ 
And at this late unf«albnable hour f 
When o'er the workJ treme&dou^ midnight reign&» 
By thc^ dire gloom oi raging temped doubkiL..* 

SCENE IL 

S^TTKt^i^ O^no-ax)^ difQoverwg himjelf* 

Sif. What I hat Earl OfrnGj^ you^^Wekooui^ 
©n«€rmore. 
To this gtttd roof i— B«it 5frhy ia thi» difgfilfe? 
Would I could hope the king esEcee^itt his priuaift ! 
I h^veTiis faith foon as to*- morrow's Aia 
-tJhall gild Sicilians cliffs, youthall be free.*^^ 
Has feme good angel feomM kis heart to judlcc ? 

Oftn^ It is not by the favour of Cooi^t Taacred 
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That I am heire. As much I fcom his favoiir, 
As I defy his tyranny and threats*— 
Oor {rietid Osfiredo, iwho commands the caftle. 
On my parole, ere dawn> to render back 
My perfoa, has Jpermitted me this freedom. 
Know then 5 the fuithlefs outrage of to-day, 
By him committed tvhotti you call the king, 
Has rous'd Conftantia'^s court. Our friends, thefriead^ 
Of virtue, juftice, and of public faith. 
Ripe for rsvisky arc in high ferment alL 
This, this, they fay, exceeds whatever deform'd 
The mifsrable days we law beneath 
William the Bad. This iaps the folid bafe. 
At once, of government and private life ; 
This ihameleft impofition On the faith. 
The m^jefty of fenates, this lewJ infixlt. 
This violation of the rights of men. 
Added to thefe, his ignominious treatment 
Of her th* illuftrious offspring of our kings, 
Sicilia's hope, and now our royal midrefs* 
You know, my lord, how grofsly thefe infringe 
The late king*s will ; which orders, if Count Tancrcd 
Make not Conflantia partner of his throne, 
That be be quite excluded the fucceflion. 
And ihe t6*tienry given, king of the Romans, 
The potent emp'ror Barbaroffa's fon. 
Who feeks with earneft inftance her alliance.^ 
T *hence of you, as guardian of the laws, 
'^-lardian of this will to you mtrufted* 
O z 
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Deflrcy nay more, demand^ your inflant aid. 
To fee it put in vigorous execution. 

Sif. You cannot doubt, my lord, of my concurrence. 
Who more than I have labour'd this great point? 
^Tis my own plan. And, if I drop it now, 
I fliould be juftiy branded with the Ihame 
Of raih advice or defpicable weaknefs. 
But let us not precipitate the matter. 
Conftantia's friends are numerous and ftrong; 
Yet Tancred's, trull me, are of equal force. 
E'er fmce the fecret of his birth was known. 
The people all are in a tumult hurl'd 
Of boundlefs joy, to hear there lives a prince 
• Of mighty Guifcard*s line. Numbers, befides. 
Of powerful barons, who at heart had pin'd. 
To fee the reign of tlieir renown'd forefathers, 
AVon by immortal deeds of matchlefs valour, 
Pafs from the gallant Normans to the Suevi, 
^X\% with a kind of rage, efpoufe hi^ caufe — 
*Ti8 fo, my lord — be not by pafllon blinded-^ 
*Tis furely fo — O if our prating virtue 
Dwells not in words alone — O let us join, 
My geil'rous Ofmond, to avert thefe woes. 
And yet fuftain our tott'ring Norman kingdom ? 

Off?u But how, Siffredi ? how ? — If by foft mean* 
We can maintain our rights, and fave our country. 
May his unnat'ral blood firft (lain the fword. 
Who, with unpitying fury, firft fliall draw it ! 

Siff* I have a thought- — The glorious work be 



But it requires aaawf«l ^flight of ViFtde, 
Above the pafllons of the vulgar breafV, 
And thence frorti thee I hope it, noble Ofmond — 
Suppofe my daughter, to her God devoted, 
Were plac'd within kfme convent's facred vti:ge, 
Beneath the dpead protedion of die ?dtftr— • 

Ofpu Ere -then, by ^heav'ns ! I xvould devoutly (have 
My holy fcaJp, turn whining monk mj-felf. 
And pray incefTant for the tyrant's fafety ! 
What ! how I becauife an infoleat invader, 
A facrilegiows tyrant, in contempt 
Of all thofe nobleft rights,, which to maintaiir 
Is cyan'-s ipeculiar pride, demands my wife ;• 
That I fliall thus betray the common caiife 
Gf humau^kind, and tamely yield her up,. 
Ev'n in the naanner you,propoic--«'0 then 
I were fupremely vile ! degraded ! fliam'd ! 
The fcorn of manhood ! and abhorr'd .of honour ! 

Sifl There is, my lord, -an honotr, the calm-chikt 
Of realbn; of hilmanicy and mercy, 
Superior far to this pundilious demon. 
That fingly minds itfelf, and oft' embroils 
With proud barbarian niceties the world ! 

0/l»^ My lord, my lord l^-^I cannot brook yiour pru> 
dcnec— 
It holds a puUe unequal to my blood— 
Unblemifh'd honour is the flo\v'r of virt«c.l 
The vivifying foul I and be \vko flights it 
' leave the other dull and lifelefe drofs.. 
O 3 
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Sif, No more — Ye^ arc too warm. 

O/m^ You are too cooU 

Sff. Too cool, my lord ? I were indeed too cool 
Not to refent this language, and to tell thee — 
I wifh. Earl Ofmond were as cool as I 
To his own felfiih blifs — ay, and as warm 
To that of others — But of this no more — 
My daughter Is thy wife — I gave her to thee. 
And will againft all force maintain her thine. 
But think not I will catch tKy headlong padions^ 
Whir I'd in a blaze of madnefs o'er the land ; 
Or, till i^e laft extremity compel me, 
RIilc the dire means of war— The king to-morrow- 
Will fet you free ; and, if by gentle means 
He does not yield my daughter to your arms. 
And wed Conilantia, as the will requires. 
Why then eipe<ft me on the fide of juftice-— 
Let that fuffice. 

O/rJit^ It does — Forgive my heat. 
My rankled mind,j by injuries inflam*d^ 
May be too prompt to take and give oflFencc^ 

Sifl 'Tis pafs'd — ^Your wrongs, I own, may. well 
tranfport 
The wifeft mind — But henceforth^ noble Oitaond, 
Do me more juftice, honour more my truth. 
Nor mark me with an eye of fquint fufpicion— «- 
Thefe jars apart — ^You may repofe your foul 
On my firm faith and unremitting friendfhip. 
Of thftt I Xure have giv*n exalted proof. 
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And tke next fun we fee, fliall prove it further — 
Retiim» my fon, and from your friend GoSredo 
Releaie your word. There try, by foft repofe,. 
To cahn your breaft. 

Ofnu Bid the vext ocean fleep. 
Swept by the pinions of the raging north — 
But yoor frail age, by care and toil cxhaufted. 
Demands the balm of all-repairing reft. 

Siff. Soon as to-morrow's dawn fhall ftreak the flties^ 
I, with my friends in folemn ftate aflembled, 
Will to the pjilace, and demand your freedom* ^ 
Then by calm reafon, or by higher means. 
The king ihall quit his claim, and in the facd. 
Of Sicily, . my daughter Ihall be yours,.. 
Farcwel. 

Of7n. My lord, goodnight. 

SCENE in. 

OsMdND ^/<?«<?. ^After a long paufiJ^ 

I likt him not — 
Yes — I have mighty matter of fufpicion* 
*Tis plain — ^I fee it lurking in his breaft, 
tie has a foolifh fondnefs for this king-— 
My honoilir is not fafe, while here my wife 
Remains — Who knows but he this very night 
May bear her to fome convent as he mention'd-r- 
*cing too — tho' I fmother'd up my rage, 
"k*d it well— -will fet me free to-morrow. 
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Why not to-ntght ? He has fome <bu*k defign-*- 
By heav'ns ! lie has — I am abused moft grofely ; 
Made the vile tool of this old ftatefman'^ ichemes ^ 
Marry'd to one — Ay, and he knew it-'— one 
Who loves young TaAcred ! Hence her fwoonhi£^^, 

tears, 
And all her foft dtftrefs, when (he difgrac'd me 
By bafely giving her pefrfidiotts hsmd 
Without her heart — Hell and perdition i thi«. 
This is the perfidy ! — ^This is the fell. 
The keen, envenom'd, exquifite dilgrace I 
. Which to a man of honour fev'n exceeds. 
The falfhood of the perfon — But I now 
Will roufe me from the poor tame lethacgy,. 
By my believing fondnefs cad upon me. 
I will not wait his crawling timid niotk>ns. 
Perhaps to blind me meant, which he to-morfoir 
Has promised to pupfue. No ! ere his eyes 
Shall opea on to-mon-ow's orient beam, 
I w^ill convince him that Earl Ofmond ne'er 
Was form'd to be his dupe-=-I know full well 
Th' important weight and danger of the detd t 
But t0 a man, whom greater dangers prefs,. 
Driv'n to the brink of infemy and horror, 
Raflinefs itfelf, and uttfer defperation. 
Are the bed prudence — I will bear her off 
This night, and lodge her in a place of fafety- 
I have a trufty band that waits not far.^ 
Hence ! let me lofe no time — One rapid morr^-^ 
Should ardent form, at once, and. execute 
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A bold defign— 'Tis fix'd— 'Tis done!— Yes, then, 
When I have feiz'd the prize of love and honour. 
And with a friend fecur'd her ; to the caftle 
I will repair, and claim Goffredo's promiie 
To rife with all his garrifon — my friends 
With brave impatience wait. The mine is laid. 
And only wants my kindling touch to fpring. 

SCENE IV, 
Sigismunda's JpartmenU 

SiGisMUNDA, Laura. 

Laur, Heav*ns ! 'tis a fearful night ! 

Sigif Ah ! the black rage 
Of midnighrtempeft, or th' afluring fmiles 
Of radiant morn, are equal all to me. 
Nought now has charms or terrors to my bread. 
The feat of ftupid wo ! — Leave me, my Laura. 
Kind reft, perhaps, may hufh my woes a little-— 
Oh for that quiet fleep that knows no morning ! 

Laur* Madam, indeed I know not how to go. 
Indulge my fondnefs — Let me watch a w^hile 
By your fad bed, till thefe dreud hours (hall pafs. 

Sigif. Alas ! what is the toil of elements, 
This idle perturbation of the fky, 
Tn what I feel within ! — Oh that the fires 

g heav'n would point their fury here ! 
.^ht, my dcareft Laura 4 
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Laur. O 1 know net 
AVhat this oppreffion means — ^but 'tis with pain, 
Witli tears* I can perfiiade inyfelf to leave you— 
Well then — good-night, my deareft iiigifmunda ! 

SCENE V- 

SlGISMUNDA. 

And am I then alone ? — ^The mod undone, 
Moft wretched being now beneath the cope 
Of this affrighting gloom that wraps the world i— 
I faid I did not fear — Ah mel I feel 
A fhivVing horror run thro' all my pow'rs ! 
O I am nought but tumult, fears, and weaknefs \ 
And yet how idle fear wheii ko|)e is gone^ 
Gone, gone for ever ! — O thou gentle fceate 

' [Looking tonjjards her hedJ\ 
Qi fweet repofe, where^ by th' oblivious draught 
Of each fad tt)ilibmc day, to peace rcftorM, 
Unhappy mortals loie their woes awhtk, 
Thou haft no peace for me J-^What (hail I do ? 
How pafs this dreadful night, fo big with terrors- 
Here, with the midnight lliades, her^ will I fit, 

[^S/tting donv9tJX 
A prey to dit^ defpair, and ceafelefs weep 
The hours away — Blefs me 1^— I heard a noi(e— 

^Starting <^.]. 
No — I miftocrlc — Nothing but filence reigns 
And awful midnight round — AgsMn !' — Heav 
My lord the king! 



\ 
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8 C E N E VI, 

TaNCRED, SiGISMUNDiU 

Tanc. Be not alaroa'd, my lov« ! 

S'igif My »oyal lord ! wl|y at this midaigkt hoor^ 
How came you hitJieff ? 

Tanc. By that fecFet w^y 
My love contrived, when we, in h^pfMer days, 
Ik^d to dfivot^ tli«fe hours, fo much in vain, 
Ta vaws of 1qv« ^ind ev«i:hililtBg £:4eBdlhip» 

iS/^^ why will you thus perfift to add new ftingA 
To her didrefs, who nev«F ca|i be thine ? 
fly me ! fly! You know^-*-^ 

Tone. I knpw too much« 

how I could reproach thee, BigifQin^dal 
.Pour out my injur'd foul In ju^ cpmplaints I 

But now th^ time permits not, tlie& fwift momeatftfrr 

1 told thee how thy father's artlEce 
Forc'd me to &em perfldLo^is in thine (eyes* 
Ah, fatal btindnefs \ not to have ob(erv'4 

The mingled pang& of rage and l^^ve that fliook qse 1 

When, by ^y cruel pubtic fi^uatiqi 

Compell'd, I only feign'd 4:on&nt, to gain 

A little time, and more fecure thee mine. 

E'er fmpe*«-A dreadful interval of eare i-^ . 

1' "^ Noughts have been employ 'd, not witkoat hope^ 

] "o defeat Siffredi's barb'roas porpoie* 

I " credulity has ruin'd all. 



■^ 



168 TANCRED AND SIGI9MUNDA. 



Thy rafli, thy wild — I know not what to name it-— 
Oh it has pror'd tlie giddy hopes of man 
To be delufion all, and fick'ning folly I 

Sigtf Ah, gen'rous Tancred! ah thy truth deftroyg 
me ! 
Yes, yes, 'tis I9 'tis I alone am falfe ! 
My hafty rage, join'd to my tame fubmiffion, 
Morcithan the mod exalted filial duty 
Could e'er demahd, has dafh'd our cup of fiite 
With bitternefs unequal'd — But, alas 1 
WJiat are thy woes to dmuc ? — to mine! juft heav'n!-*-* 
Now is thy turn of vengealic^r-hate, renounce nle!— 
O leave me to the fate I well deferve, 
To fink in hopeiefs mifery ! — at leaft, 
Try to forget the worthlefs Sigifmunda! 

Tanc. Forget thee ! No ! , Thou art my foul itfclf ! 
I. have no thought, no hope, no wifh but thee! 
Ev'n this repented injury, the fears, 
T-hat roufe me all to madnefs, at the thought. 
Of lofing thee, the whole coUedked psdns 
Of my full heart, fervc but to make thee dearer I 
Ah, how forget thee I— Much muft be forgot. 
Ere Tancred can forget his Sigifmunda 1 

Sigif* But you, my lord, muft make that great effort; 

Tanc. Can Sigifmunda make it ? 

Sigif Ah ! I know not 
With what fuccefs — But all that feeble woman, 
And love-entangled reafon, can perform, 
I, to the utmoft, will exert to do it* 
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Tanc. Fear not — 'Tis done! — If thoucanft'fotmtlie 
thought^ 
Succefs is fure— I am forgot already ! 

Sigrf. Ah, Tancred ! — But* my lord, refped me more. 
Hiink who I am— What can you now propofe ? 

I'anc* To claim the plighted tows which Heaven has 
heard, 
^o vindicate the rights of liolf love, 
By faith and honour bound, to which compared 
Thefe empty forms^ which have enfnar'd thy hand. 
Are impious guile, abufe, and profanation-^ 
Nay, as a king> whofe high prerbgative 
By this unlicensed marriage is affronted, 
To bid the laws themfelves pronounce it void* 

Sigif. Honour, my lord, is much too proud to catch 
At ev'ry flender twig of nice diftindions. 
Thefe for th' unfeeling vulgar may do well : 
But thofe, whofe fouls are by the nicer nde 
Of virtuous delicacy nobly iway*d| 
Stand at another bar than that of laws« 
Then ceafe to urge me— Since I am not bam 
To that exalted fate to be your queen — 
Or, yet a dearer name— -to be your wife*— 
I am the wife of an illulbious lord 
» Of your ovm princely blood ; and what I am^ 
I will with proper dignity remain. 
Retire, my royal lord— There is no means 
•" -Tc the wounds this fatal day has giv'ni» 
leetnomorel 
IV, P 
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Tanc, Oh barb'rous Stgifmundai 
And canft thou talk thus fteadily ? thus treat me 
With fuch unpitying, unrelenting rigour ? 
Poor is the Icnre^ that, rather dian give up 
A little pridej a little fonnai pride. 
The breath <^ vKnky \ «an bear to iee 
The man, whofe heart was once fo dear Co thine. 
By many a tender tow fo Aiix'd together, 
A prey to anguifh, fuly and diftra^on ! 
Thou canft not furely make me iuch a wretch* ' 
Thou canft not, Sgifmunda ! Yet relent, 

lave us yet !— Rjoddpho, with my guards. 
Waits in the garden — ^Let ois feize the moments 
We ne'er may have again-— With more than powV 
4 will a%Ft thee mine, with faipeft honour. 

The world (hall ev'n approve ; each honeft bolbm 
Swell with a kindred joy to fee us happy. 

Sfgif The world approve !— What is the world to me ? 
The confcious mind is its own awful world.—- 
And yet, perhaps, if thou wert not a king, 

1 know not, Tancred, what I might have' done. 
Then, then my condu^, fanaifyM by love. 
Could not be deem'd, by the bereft judge, 
The mean effed of 4ntVcft or audition. 

But now, not all my partial heart can plead. 
Shall ever ihake th' unalterable dtdates 
That tyrannize my breaft. 

Tanc» *Tis well — No more— 
J yield npie to iny fate*^Yes, yes, iahuniaal 
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Smce thy barbarian heart is (leel'd by pride. 
Shot up to loire and pity, here behold me 
Call on the ground, a vile and abje^ wretch f 
Lo/I to all cares, all dignities, all duties ! 
Here will I grow, ;.breathe out my faithful foul. 
Here, at thy feet — Death, death alone (hall part us ! 

Sigif. Have you then vow'd to drive me to perdition ? 
What can I more? — ^Yes, Tancredl once again 
I will forget the dignity my ftation 
Commands me to' fudain — For the laft time 
Will tell thee, that, I fear, no ties, no duty,. 
Can ever root thee from my haplefs boibm. 
O leave me ! fly noc ! were it but in pity 1 
To fee what once we tenderly have lov'd. 
Cot off from ev'ry hope — cut off for ever I 
Is pain thy gencrofity fhould fpare me. 
Then rife, my lord ; and, if you truly love tnc. 
If you refpedl my honom*, nay, my peace. 
Retire ! for tho* th*^ emotions of my heart 
. Can ne'er alarni my virtue ; yet, alas f 
They tear it fo, they pierce it with fuch anguifh— 
'Oh 'tis too much ! — I cannot bear the conflict 1 , 

SCENE VIL 

TaNCRSD, OSMOIID, StGlSMZTKDA. 

\ 

^Tm. l^SnUrirtg,'} Turn, tyrant! turn! and anfwef* i 

to my honour, 
this thy bafe unfufierable outrage ! 
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Tanc. Infolent traitor ! think not to efirape 
Thyfelfjny vengeance! IT^eyfigfft. Ofinond falh.l 

Sigif Help here! Help J^O Heavens ! 

XfThrofwing herfdfd(m)n hy him.'\ 
Alas ! my lord, "what meant yonr headlong rage ? 
That faith, which I, this day, upon the altar 
To you devoted, is unblemifhM, pore, 
As vellal truth ; was refolutely yours, 
Seyond the pow'r of aught on earth to (hake it, 

Ofm. Perfidious woman ! die !-* 

[Shortening bis Jhvordf he plunges it into herhrtaJiT^ 
And to the grave 
Attend a hufband, yet but half aveng'd ! 

Tanc. O horror I horror ! execrable villain I 

Ofm. And, tyrant ! thou I— Thou (halt not o*cr my 
tomb 
Exult-r.'Ti« well~'tis great I—I die content. — [D/>/.] 

SCENE VIIL 

Tancrep, Siff&cdi, Rodolpho, Sigismunda, LAuri* 

*fanc* [Throwing himfelf do<wn hy Sigifmunda.'\ 
Quick I here ! bring aid ! — All in Palermo bring 
Whofe (kill can fave her ! — ^Ah! that gentle bofom 
Fours. fall the (breams of life. 

Sigif. All aid is vain, 
I feel the powerful hand of death upon me — 
Xut, oh! it (beds a fweetneis thro' my fate* 
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That I aoQ Uiiue again ; and, without blame. 
May in my Tancrcd's arms rcfigu my foiSl ! . 

7*^x1^. O death is in that voice ! fo gently mild»> 
So fadly fweet, as mixes ev'n with mine 
The tears of hov'ring angels I — Mine again!— 
And is it thus the cruel fates have join'd us i 
Are theie the horrid nuptials they prepare • 
For love like ours ? Is virtue thus rewarded ? 
jLet not my impious rage accufe juft Heav'h ! 
Thou, Tancred ! thou ! haft murder'd Sigifmunda 1^ 
That furious man was but the tool of fate, 
I, I the caufe! — But I will do thee juftice 
On this deaf heart! that to thy tender wifdcmi 
Refus'd «n ear — Yes, .death (hall foon unite us ! 

Sigif. Live, live,, my Tancredl- — Let my death fuffice 
To expiate all that may have been amtfs. 
May it appeafe the fates, avert their fury 
From thy propitious reign ! Mean^-time, of me 
And of thy glory mtndfiil,. live, I charge thee, 
To guard our friends, and make thy people happy-— 

Xphferving Siffredi fixt in aftonijhment and grief, y, 
My father ! — Oh ! how fliall I lift my eyes 
To thee,, my fmking father! 

5^. Awful Heay'n! 
I am chaftis'd ! — My deareft child !— ^ 

Sigif. Where am 1 1 
A fearful darknefs clofes all around-* 
My friends! we needs muft part — I muft obey 
imperious call — Farewel, my Laura 1 cherifti,> 
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My poor afHiAed father's age — Rodolphoy 
Kow is the time to watch th' unhappy king. 
With all the care and tendernefs of friendfhip — 
Oh my dear father ! bow'd beneath the weight 
Of ag:e and grief — ^the viStim ev'n of virtue. 
Receive my laft adieu! — ^Where art thou, Tancred? 
Give me thy hand — But ahl — it cannot iave me 
From the dire king of terrors, whofe cold pow^r 
Creeps o'er ray heart — Oh ! 

Tanc* How thcfe pangs .diftrad me ! 

lift thy. gracious eyes ! — Thou leav'ft me theni 
Thou leav.'il me, Sigiimunda ! 

Sigtf Yet a moment— 

1 had, my Tancred, ibmething more to fay^ 
Yes— but thy love and tendernefs for me 

Sure makes it necdlefs — Harbour no refentment 
Agau'ft my father ; venerate his zeal. 
That adted from a principle of goodnefs. 
From faithful love to thee — ^Live, and maintain ' 
My innocence embalm'd, with holteft care , 
Preferve my fpotlefs memory !-^ die — 
Eternal MEacv take my trembling fbuli 
Oh ! 'tis the only fting of death to part ^ 
From thofe we love — ^from thee — farewel, my Tancred! 

[Z>/V/0 

Tanc. Thus then! 

{^Flying to his fword h held hy Rodoipho*'] 

Rod, Hold ! hold ! my lord ! — Have you forgot 
"Your Sigifmunda's lall requcft already ? 
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Tanc, Off! fet me free ! Think not to bind mc down 
With barbarous friendihip, to the rack of life ! 
What hand can ihut the thooiund thoufand gates. 
Which de:ith ftill opens to the woes of mortals ? — 
-I fliall find means — No pow'r in earth or heav'n ^ 
Can force me to endure the hateful light. 
Thus robb'd of all thaticnt it joy and fweetnefs I 
Off ! traitors ! off ! or my diftraded foul 
Will burft indignant from this Jail of nature. 
To where Hie beckons yonder — No, mild feraph \ 
Point not to life — I cannot linger here. 
Cut off from thee, the miferable pity, 
The fcorn of human-kind ! — A trampled king ! 
Who let his mean poor-hearted love, one moment. 
To coward prudence ftoop j who made it not 
The firft undoubling adtion of his reign 
To foatch thee to his throne, and there to fhield thee. 
Thy helplefs bofbm from a ruffian's fury I — > 
O fhame ! O agony ! O. the fell ftings 
Of late, of vain repentance ! — Ha ! my brain 
Is all on fire ! a w4ld abyfs of thought ! 
Th' infernal world difclofes ! See ! behold him ! 
L.0 ! with fierce finiles he ihakes the bloody fteel. 
And -mocks my feeble tears I — Hence! quickly, hence f 
Spurn his vile carcafs ! give it to the dogs ! 
Expofe it to the winds and fcreaming ravens I 
Or hurl it down that fiery fteep to hell. 
There with his foul to tofs in flames for ever I— 

fi, impotence of rage ! — What am I ? Where? 

d* fdent, all ? — The forms of dumb defpair. 
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Around fomc mournful tomb ! — ^What do I fee ? 
This foft abode of innocence and love 
Turn'd to the houfe of death ! a place of horror ! — 
Ah I that poor code ! pale ! pale I deformed with murder f 
Is that my Sigifmundal 

{Throwing himfelfdcwn hy JIfer,']: 
Stffl {^Afier a pathetic paufty hoking on the fcenc befpre^ 
khnJ] Have I liv'd 
To thcfe enfeebled years, by heaven refcrv'd. 
To be a dreadful monument of juftice ? — 
Rodolpho, raife the king, and bear him hence 
FrorYi this diftrafling fcene of blood and death.- 
Alas ! I dare not give him my adillance ; 
My care would only more inflame his rage- 
Behold the fatal work of my dark hand. 
That by rude force the pafiions would command, / 
That ruthiefs fou^it to root them from the breaft;- 
They may be rul'd, but will not be oppreft. 
Taught hence, ye parents, who from nature ftray,. * 
And the great ties of focial life betray; 
Ne'er with your children aft a tyrant's part: 
*Tis yours to guide, not violate the heart. 
Ye vainly wife, who o'er mankind prefide, 
Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride! - 
Keep virtue's fimple path before your eyes>. 
Nor think from evil good can ever rife. . 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Mifs Budgell. 

C Rammed to the throat nvith nuhohfome fnoral fluffs 
Alas! poor audience! you have bad enough. 
Was ever haplefs heroine of a^ play 
Infuch a piteous plight as ours to-day f 
Was ever ivomqnfo by hve betrayed? 
Matched luith ti/uo hujhands^ and yet-^die a maid* 
Buty hlefs me! — hold^^What founds are thefi I bear!^^ 
Ifeyt the Tragic Mufe herfelf appear. 

The back-fcene opens^ and difcovers a romantic fyl- 
van landtcape ; from which Mrs« Cibber» in the cha* 
rafter of the Tragic Mufe, advances flowly to mu- 
i\Zy and (peaks t];ie following lines. 

Hence ivitb your flippant epilogue^ that tries 

7i ivipe the virtuous tear from Britijh eyes ; 

That dares my morale tragic fcene profane^ 

With fir ains — at beji^ unfuiting^ light and vain. 

'ice from the pure unfullf d beams that play 

yon fair eyes ^bere virtue fit nes — A*iuayl 
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Britons f to you^ from ch^e Cafialian groves^ 
Where dfknell the tender^ oft unhappy kves ; 
Where fJoades of heroes roamj each mighty name, - 
And court my aid to rife again to fame; 
To you I come^ to freedom^ s nohleji feat^ 
And in Britannia fix my laji retreat. 

In Greece and Romej J luatch'd the public tuea/; 
The purple tyrant trembled at myjieel: 
Nor did I lefs oler private for ronvs reign^ 
Afid mdnd the melting heart imtb fifUr pain* 
On France and Tou then rofe my hrighfningjlarr 
With facial ray — The Arts are ne*er at nuar* 
as your fire and geiaus firongef hlaze^ 
As yours are genWous fi-eedoft^ s holder tayt$ 
Let not the Gallic taJU leave yours behind^ 
In-iUoent manners and in. life refiiid; 
Banifh the motley mode^ H tag lo^ i^effet 
The laughing ballad to the mournfuf berfe. 
W'hen thro* five a^s your hearts have learnt to gfim^ 
Touched ivith the facred force ofhonefi 100; 
Or'keep the dear imprefion on your hreafl^ 
Nor idly lofe it for a *wretcked Jcjf.. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written by 
The Hon. George Lyttleton, Efq. 

Spoken by Mr. Qjj i n. 

7 Come not hert your candour to implore 

For fcenest nuhofe author is, alas! no tnorei 

He ivants no advocate his caufe to plead; 

You nvill yourjehes he patrons of the dedd* 

J^o party his benevolence conjin^d^ 

No fe{l — alike it Jlonu^d to all mankinds 

He lov*d his friendsy "(forgive this .gujhing tear^ 

Alas ! I feel I am no a6lor here)^ 

He lov^d his friends ivith fuch a warmth of hearty 

So clear of infreji^ fo /devoid of art^ 

Such generous friendjhipy fuch unjhaken zeali 

*'' woKds can fpeak itf hut our tears may telL*^^ 
mdid truth I faith nuithout a Jlain I 
"Miners gently firm^ and nobly plain / 
t , IV. Q^ 



1 



i82 PROLOGUE- 

fyinpathiftng love of others hlifs ! 
Where ivili you find another hreaft like his ? 
^uch ivas the man — the poet ivell you inonv .• 
0/} has he touch'' d your hearts ivith tender nvo: 
Oft in this crouded houfe^ nvith juft applaufe^ 
You heard him te^ich fair virtue* s^pureji la*ws; 
For his chajle Mufe employed her heaven-taught lyre 
None but the noblefi pajfions to infpire^ 
Not one immoral^ one corrupted thought^ 
One lincy mJfichf dying f he could nvijh to blot* 
Oh^ may to-night y^ur favourable doom 
Another laurel add to grace his tomb : 
Whiljl hcy fuperior no*w to ^praife -or hlame^ 
Hears not the feeble voice <f human fame* 
Tet if to thofe^ nvhom rnoji on earth he lov*d^ 
From nvhom his pious care is now remov'df 
JVith ivhom his liberal hand^ and bounteous hearty 
Shar'*d all his little fortune ctntld intpart ; 
If to thofi friends your kind regard fhmll give 
What they no longer can from his receive^ ^ 
Thati thaty ev^n no*w, above yon Jiarry pole^ 
May touch li^ith pleafure his immortal fouL 



The Persons rcprcffentcd* 



Caius Marcius Coriolanu8> 

Attius Tullus, general of the 7 
VoJfcian army,^ 5 

Gales us, one of the deputies of^ 
the Volfcian ftates, attending C 
the camp, j 

The other deputies of the Volfcian 
ftates. 

VoLusius, one of the principal*) 
Volfcian officers, ^ 

TiTuS, freedman of Galefus, 

Marcus Minucius, conful, andp 
principal of the deputation v 
from Rome to Coriolanus^ j 

PosTHitMus CoMiNius, a confu- 
lar fenator, one of the depu- 
tation, and who had been the ^ Mr, Anderibn^ 
Roman general at the taking 
cf Corioli, 

Veturia, mother of Coriolanus^ 

VoLUMNiA, wife of Coriolanus, 



Mr. <^in* 

Mr. RjraiL 

Mr. Delanc. 



Mr. Sparks. 
Mr. Ridout. 

Mr. Bridgwater.. 



Mrs. Woffingtoik 
Mifs Bellamy. 



Roman fenators, priefts, augurs, &c. of the firft de- 
putation. Roman ladies in the train of Veturia and 
Volumnia, of the fecond deputation. 

Volfcian OlHcers, Lidors, Soldiers, &e. 

S C E N E> The Volfcian Qamp. 
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CORIOLANUS. 

A 

A TRAGEDY. 



, ACTL SCENE L 

TAe VoLSCiAM Camp. 

Attius Tullus, Volusius. 

Fof. T X7 Hence is it, Tullus, that our armis are ftopt 
^ ^ Here on the borders of the Roman fkte ? 
Why fleeps that fpirit, whofe heroic ardodr 
TTf*T'(j you to break the truce, and poured our hoft, 
m all th' united cantons of the VoUci, 
Q.3 
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On their ungardcd frontier ? Snch defigns 
Brook not an hour's delay ; their whole fuccels 
Depends on inftant vigorous execution. 

7a/. Volufius, I approve thy brave impatience; 
And wiU to thee, in confidence of friendihip, 
Difclofe my fecret fbuL Thou kaowft Galefus, 
Whofe freedom Caius Marcius» once his gueft,. 
Of all the fpoif of fack'dCorioti, 
Alone demanded ; and who thence to Rome, 
From gratitude and friendlhip, foUow'd Marcius ^ 
"Whence lately to our Antium he retum'd. 
With overtures of peace proposed by Rome.. 
FoL I know him welt; au antiquated fage* 
Of that romantic fchooi Pythagoras 
Eilablifii'd hsre on our Hefperian fhore ;. 
Whofe gentle didlates only ferve to tame 
Enfeebled mortals into flaves. 

Tuf. Galefus, 
Doubtlefs,, poffefles many civil virtues ^ 
Is gentle, good; for rectitude of hearty 
And innocence of life, by all revered. 

Fcl. Pardon me, TuUus, if my faithful bluntnefe 
Deems you too lib'ral in his praile. In peace 
Such may perhaps da well, when prating rules;^ 
An idle world v but in tempeftuous times 
They are ftark naughty thefe vifionary ftatefmen,, 
Fit rulers only for their golden age. 
The rugged genius of rapacious Rome 
For other men, and other counfels, calls^ 
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TuL Your thoughts arc mine-— 1 only meant to tell 
thee 
The part he bears in this ill-tim'd delay* 

Soon as our gather'd army march'd from Antium, 
The Roman fenate, whofe attentive caution 
Watch'd all our motions, took at once th' alarm ; 
And fent a herald, ere we pad their borders, 
With formal ceremony, to demand 
The caufe of our approach. — Had I been mafter, 
I would have' anfwer'd at the gates of Rome. 
But this Galefus, who attends our camp^ 
Among the Volfcian deputies, fo pleaded 
The laws of nations, made fuch loud complaints 
Againft th' infra^lioii of the public fahh. 
So teaz'd us with the pedantry of dates. 
That I was forc'd, unwilling, to permit 
His frcedman Titus, to be fent to Rome 
With our demands. If thefe the fenate grants. 
We then are in the toils of peace entangled, 
In fpite of all my efforts to avoid them. 

VoL Q 'tis a wild chimera ! Peace with Rome f 
Dream not of that, unlefs the Volfcian courage 
Is quite fubdu'd, and only feeks to gild 
A vile fubmiffion with that fpecious nanie. 
Learn wifdom from your neighbours. Peace with Rome 
Has queird the Latines, tam'd their free-born fpirit. 
And by her friendftiip honoured them with chains. 
TuL She ne'^r will grant it on the juft conditions 
ly have ^brought the Volfci to demand: 
reflitution of our conquer'd cities^ 
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And fair alliance upon equal terms. 
I know the Roman infoli^ce will fcora 
To yield to this: and Titus muft retttrn. 
Within three days, the longeHterm allowM him; 
Of which the third is near elapsed already* 
Then ev'n Galefus will not dare to ftop us 
With fuper(^itious forms, and folemn trifles, 
From letting loofe th' unbridled rage of war 
Againft thofe hated tyranu of Hefperia* 

VoL Thanks to the gods \ my fword will then be free. 
Then, poor Corioli ! thy bleeding wounds. 
Thy treafures fack'd, thy captivated matrons. 
Shall amply be reveng'd by thy Volufius : 
Then, TuUus, from the lofty brows of Marcius 
Thou mayft regain the wreaths his conquering handy 
By partial fortune aidedn. tore from thine. 

TuL O my Volufius! thou, who art a foldier, 
A try'd and brave one too, fay, in thy heart 
Doft thou not fcorn me ? thou, who fawft me bend 
Beneath the half-fpent thunder of a foe, 
Warm from the conqueft of Corioli, 
Which, rulhlng fufious in with thofe whofe fUHj 
He had repell'd, he feiz'd almoft alone ; 
And gave to fire and fword. . Yet thence he flew. 
Scorning the plunder of our richeft city, 
His wounds undreft, without a moment's refpite. 
To where our armies on the fearful edge 
Of battle ftood 5 and, afking of the conful 
To be oppos'd to me, with mighcy rage, 
Refiftlefs, bore us down. 
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VoL True valour, Tullus, 
Ues in the mind, the never-yielding purpoft, , 
Nor owns the blind award of giddy fortune. 

TuL My foul, my friend, my foul is all on fire ! 
Thirft of revenge confumes me ! the revenge 
Of gen'rous emulation, not of hatred. 
This happy Roman, this proud Marcius, hatrnts me, 
Each troubled night, when {laves and captives deep, 
Fprgetful of their chains, I, in my dreams, 
Anew am vanquiih'd ; and, beneath the fword 
With hoiTor (inking, feel a tenfold death, 
The death of honour. But I will redeem-— 
Yes, Marcius, I will yet redeem my fame. 
To face thee once again is the great purpofe 
For which alone I live.-^TUl then how floWf 
How tedious lags the time I wjiile ihame corrodes mej^ 
With many a bitter thought ; and injured honour 
Sick, and defponding, preys upon itfelf* 

VoL It faft approaches now, -the hour of vengeance» 
To this fam'd land, to ancient Latium due. 
Unbalanced Rome, at variance with herfelf, 
To order loft, in deep and hot commotion, 
•Stands on the dang'rous point of civil war ; 
Her haughty nobles and feditious commons 
Reviling, fearing, hating one another: 
While, on our part, all wears a profp*rous face %. 
Onr troops united, num'rous,.highrin fpirit, 
^ - -f their gen'ral's foul inform'd them all 
— ifir-expeded day ! 
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Tul, Go, brave Volufius, 
Go breathe thy ardour into ev'ry breaft ; 
That when the VolTcian envoy ihali ireturn. 
Whom ere the dofe of cv'uing I expe^. 
One fpirit may imite us in the caufe 
Of gen'rous freedom, and our native rights, 
So long opprefs'd by Rome's encroaching pow'r. 

SCENE IL 

TuLLUs alone^ 

Galefus faid that Marcius ftands for confuL 
O favour thou his fuit, propitious Jove ! 
That I may brave him at his army's head, 
In all the mujefty of fov'reign pow'r ! 
That the whole condudl of the war may reft 
On us alone, and prove by its Jeciiion, 
Which of the two ii wofthieit to eornmand.— « 

SCENE III. 
TuLLU9, Officer. 

Tul. Ha 1 Wkf this baile \ you look alarm'd. 

Off. My lord^ 
One of exalted port, his Tifage hid# 
Has plac'd himfelf upon your iacred h^urth, 
Beneath the dread prote^kion cf ^our Lares ) 
And fits majeilic there, in foiemn ^nc€< 
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7*a/. Did you not afk him who, and what he was ? 
Off. My ^ord, I could not fpeak ; I foit appall'd, 
As if the p'efence of fomc God had ftruck me. 

TuL Come, daftard ! let me find this man of terrors. 

SCENE IV. 

The hack'fcene opens f and difeovers Coriolanus as de* 
fcribed above, 

Coriolanus, Tullus. 

TuL \_/4fter fome paufe,'] liluftrious ftranger — ^for thy 
high demeanour 
Befpeaks thee fach — ^who art thou ? 

Cor. [Rijtng and untnuffling his face.l^ View me, Tul- 
lus — \^After fome paufe.'\ 

Doft thou not know me? 

TuL No. That noble front 
I never faw before. What is thy name ? 

Cor. Does not the fecret voice of hoftile inftinA, 
Does not thy fwelling heart declare me to thee ? 

TtiL Gods ! can it be ? — 

Cor. Yes. I am Caius Marcius ; 
Known to thy fmarting country by the name 
Of Coriolanus. That alone is left me. 
That empty name, for all my toils, my fervice, 
*"" blood which I have fhed for thanklofs Rome, 
old. me banilh'd thence, a victim yielded 



i 



igi C O R I O L A N U 3* 

By her weak nobles to the madd'ning rabble. 

I feek revenge. Thou mayft employ my fword, 

With keener edge, with heavier force agaioft her, 

Than e'er it fell upon the Volfcian nation* 

But if thou, Tullus, doft refufe me this, 

The only wifh of my collected heart, 

Wliere ev'ry paflion in one burning point 

C I ijicenters, give me death : death from thy hand 

1 fare have well deferv'd — Nor fliall I blufh 

To take or life or de^h from Attius Tullus. 

Tul. O Caius Marcius ! in this one ftiort moment, 
Tliat^wt^hjrr^ftWadly talk'd, my ravifh'd heart 
H.is undergone a great, a wondrous change. 
I ever held thee in my belt cfteem ; 
But this heroic confidence has vron me, 
Stampt mfe at once thy friend. I rare indeed 
A wretch as mean as this thy trufl isS^ble, 
Coitld I refufe thee thy demand — Yes, T^cius! 
1 iiou haft thy wifh ! take half of my coni5tend, 
If that be not enough, then take the whole) 
We have, my friend, a gallant force on foot,! 
An army, Marcius, fit to follow thee. | 

Go, lead them on, and take thy full revenge* \ 
All lliould unite to puniih the ungrateful. 'i 

Ingratitude is treafon to mankind. 

CVr. {^Embracing him.'] Thus, gen'rous Tullus f ^^ 
a foldier's thanks. 
Who is not pradisM in the glofs of words— 
Thou friend In deed! friend to my caufe, my , 
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Fricnd'to the darling paflion of my foul ! 
All elfc I fet at nought ! — Immortal gods I 
I «im new made» and wonder at myfelf ! 
A little while ago, and 1 was nothing.: 
A powVlefs reptile crawling on the earth, 
Cur$'d with a foul that reftlefs wiA'd to wield 
The bolts of Jove ! I dwelt in Erebus, 
I wander'd thro' the hopelefs gloom of hell. 
Stung with revenge, tormented hj the furies ! 
Now, TuUus, like a god, you dr^ me thence. 
Throne me amidil the fkies, with tempeft charged, 
And put the ready thunder in my hand! 

TuL What I have promis'd, Marcius, I will do. 
Within an hour at fartheft we expc<5t 
The freedman of GaleiUs back from Rome, 
Who carry'd to the fenate our demands. 
Their anfwer will, I doubt not, end the truce, 
And inftant draw our angry fwords againft them. 
Till then retire within my inmoft tent. 
Unknown to all but me, that when our chiefs 
Meet in full council to declare for war, 
I may produce thee to tTieir wond'ring eyes. 
As if defcended from avenging heav'n 
To humble lofty Rome, and teach her juftice* . 

Cor. To thy dire^ion, Tullus, I refiga 
My future life : my fate is in thy hands ; 
And, if. I judge aright, the fate of Rome. 

Thf End of the Firft Aa. 

"^ R 
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A C T 11. S C E N E I. ^ 

Galesus, Titus. 

Gal. TNdeed ! my ^tu3» 1 had hopes that Rome» 

X Vex'd as (he is with her domedk broils. 
Her frontier weak, her armies unprepared, 
Might have comply'd with our demands, and giv*n us 
The fame alliance granted to the Lattnes. 

Tft. The £enate fcarce would hear the terms I o&r'd ; 
But order 'd me to bear this anfwer back : 
** If fird the Volfci take up arms, the Romans 
« Will be the laft to lay them down." ^ 

Ga/. Alas! 
This anfwer feals the doom of maay a wretch. 
Unchain*d Bcllona from her temple ruihe$» 
With all the crimes and vices in her train. 
Earth fades at her approach. To rural peace* 
Fair plenty, and the focial joy of cities. 
Soon will fucceed rage, rapine, devajftatioot 
Each cruel horror faniEiify'd by names. 
O mortals I mortals ! when will you, contefiC 
With nature's bounty, that in fuller flow. 
Still as your labours open more its J^rccsj 
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Abundant guflies o'er the happy world ; 

When will yon banifh violence* and outrage* 

To dwell with beafts of prey in woods and deierts ? 

Tit* Never till Rome fhail change her conquering 
maxims. 

Gah Her haughty fpirit now will foar beyond 
Its ufual pitchy upborne by Caius IVLircius. 
Stands he not for the confulate ? 

Tit. He did. 
But is no more a citizen of Rome. 

Gai. What racanft thou, Titus ? 

77/. Marcius is from' Rome 
» Baniih'd for ever. 

Gai. O immortal pow'rs ! 
On what pretence could they to exile doom 
Their wifeft captain, and their bra^eft foldicr I 
Nor lefs renown'd for piety, for juftice, * 
An uncorrupted heart, and purefl: manners. 

Tit. Thfe charge againft him veas entirely groundlefs^ 
What not his enemies themfelves believ'd, 
Affe<5ling of tyrannic pow*r in Rome. 
His real crime was only fome hot words. 
Struck from his fiery temper in the fenate, 
Againft thofe faftioas minifters of difcord. 
The tribunes of the people. They to rage, 
And frantic fury, rous'd the mad plebeians ; 
By whom fupported in their bold attempt, 
durft pr^fume to fummon to the bar 
krag'd and partial populace, 
R 2 
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The mod illuftrious fenator of Rome. 

To this the nobles yielded — and, with his, 

Gave up their o^-n and children's rights for ever-. 

GaL O fhameful weaknefs in a Roiyan fenate,. 
So much renown'd for firmnefs ! Yet, my Titus^ 
^Spite of my love to Marcius, I muft own it. 
The vigorous foil whence his heroic virtues 
Luxurious rife, if not with careful hand 
Severely weeded, teems with imperfedions. 
His lofty fpirit brooks no oppofuion* 
His rage, if once offended, knows no bounds* 
He deems plebeians, with patfician blood 
. Compared, the creatures of a lower fpecies. 
Mere menial hands by nature meant to fervc him* 

Tit. It was this high patrician pride undid him» 
The furious people triumphed in his ruin, 
/\s if they had expell'd another Tarquin : 
While, like a captive train, the vanquifti'd noblcf 
Hung their dcjeded heads in filent (hamc. ' 
IvJarcius alone feem'd unconcern*d ; the' deep 
The latent temped boil'd within his bread, 
Choak'd up and fmother'd with exceffivc rage. 

Gal. You were his gued at Rome, and therefore* 
Titus, 
Might on this fad occafion be permitted 
Tf) join your' tears with his domedic friends. 
Saw you that moving fcene ? 

Tit. I did, Galefus. 
1 foUow'd Marcius hoj:nc--His mother, th< 
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Veturia, the naoft venerable matron 
Thefe eyes have e'er beheld, and foft Volumnia, 
His lovely vir'tiiDus wife, amid ft his children, 
Spread on the ground, lay loil in dumb defpair. 
He fvirelling (k>od a while, and could not fpeak, 
Th' affronted hero ilruggling with the man ; 
Then thus at laft he broke the gloomy filence s 
•< 'Tis done. The guilty fentence is pronounc'd. 
" Ungrateful Rome has caft mc from her bofom. 
«* Support ^this blow with fortitude and courage, 
" As it becomes two generous Roman matrons* 
M I recommend toy ch3dren to your care. 
" Farewel. I go, I quit, without regret, 
** A city grown an enemy to virtue." 

Gal. Oh godlike Marcius! oh unconquer'd ftrengtii 
And dignity of mind ! How much foperior 
-Is fuch a foul to all the pow*r of fortune I 
, Tit. This faid, he fternly try'd to break away s 
When, holding in his hand his eldeft fon, 
Veturia foUow'd } while the poor Volumnia, 
All drown'd ki tears, and bearing in one arm 
Their youngeft, yet an infant, with the other 
Hung clinging at his knees-— he, turning to them. 
Half foften'd, half fevere, breath^ from hw ibul 
Thefe broken accents*—" Ce3& your vain complaints, 
" Mother, you have ho more a fon j and thou, 
" Thou beft of women ! thou, my dear Volumnia ! 
...ore a hufband." — iPierc'd with thefe dire words, 
-'" lifelefs funk; and oiff he flung. 
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WitJi wild precipitation, 

GaL Thy fad tale 
Blinds my old eyes with tears — But whither, tell mc^ 
O whither, Titus, bent he then his courfe ? 

Tit. Where the blind genius of regardlefs rage 
And defperation led. On to the gate, 
Capena call'd, attended by the nobles. 
He ftalk'd in fuHen majefty along ; , 
Nor -deign'd a word, A godlike .virtuous anger 
Beam'd thro' his features, and fublim'd his ain 
With downcaft eyes he walk'd ; or, if afide 
He chanc'd to look, each look 'was great reproach. 
Thu6 in emphatic filence, that made w<»*ds 
Void and infipid all, he parted from them* 
The day preceding my return from Rome ; 
Nor has been heard of fmce, loft in th' abyis 
Of his own woes. 

GaL O Marcius, noble Marcius \ 
How ftiall my friend(hip fuccour thy difti'cfs ? 
Where (hall I find thee, to partake ^thy forrows. 
And make myfelf companion of thy exile ? 

But, Titus, we indulge difcourfc top long- 
Go, and aflemble thou the Volfcian chiefs, 
Whilft I repair to TuUus, to inform. 
And bring him to the council, there to hear 
The fatal anfwer thou haft brought from Rome* 
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SCENE IL 
Changes to TuxlusV tent. 

CORIOLANUS, TULLUS. v, 

Cor. Forgive me, TuUus, if I count the moments 
That ftop the purppfe of thy noble kindnefs, 
And keep me here confin'd in tame ina<5lion« 
Why lingers Titus I 

Tuh Cahn thy reftlcfs heart. 
Brave Marjcius ; ev'ry minute I eipeft him* 
Soon from the cloud that hides thee Ihalt thou bteak 
With double brightnefs ; foon thy fiery rage 
Shall wither all the finength and pride of Rome. 

Cor. O righteous Jove, prote<aor of the injured I 
If from my earlieft youth, with pious awe, 
I ftill have rev'renc'd thy all- powerful juftice. 
Still by her iacrcd^didtates rul'd my aSions ; 
O let that juftice now fupport my caufe, 
And arm my ftrong right-hand with all her terrors! 
When that is done, be fife or death my lot, 
As thy almighty pleafiire fliall determine. 
Enter an officer to TuUus. 
Off. My lord, Galefas afks admittance to you. 
.Tul. Marcius, retire an inftant, tiU I hear \, 

The bus'nefs brings him hither — Bid him enter. '' . 

[^Exit officer and Coridanus.'} 
lEntfr Cfa/efuj.2 
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SCENE IIL 

TvLLus, Galesos. 

Gal. Tullas, the Romau ienate has retam'd 
No other anfwer, to our late demands^ 
Bat abfolute denial and defiance. 

7W. It is what I ezpeded — ^We fhall teach them 
An humbler language ibon—^Haft thon aflembled» 
As I deiir'd, the Volfcian chiefs in coctncil ? 

GaL Titus is gone to (ummon their attendance. 

TuL It is enough — Come forth, my noWe gneft ! 
And (hew Galefus how the gods aiBft its. 

S C E N E IV. 

CoRIOLANUSy TtJLLUS^ GalESUS* 

* Gal. O my aftonilh'd foul ! what do I fee ? 
What ! Caius Marcius ! Cains Marcius here. 
Beneath one tent with Tnllus ? 

Tul. Ay, and more. 
With Tullusp now his friend and fellow-foldier. 
Yes, thou (halt fee him tlxund'ring at the head 
Of Volfcian armies^ he, who oft has carry'd 
Deflrudion thro' their ranks — ^Your leave a momentt 
While to our chie&, and fatherst I aanoaace 
Their unexpedted guefi* 
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SCENE y. 

C0R10LANVS9 Galesus. 

Cor. Thou good old man I 
Clofe let me ftrain thee £0 my faithful heart. 
Which now is doubly thine, united more 
By the protection which thy country gives'me, 
1 han by our former friendlhip. 

GaL. Strange event ! 
This is thy work, almighty Providence ! 
Whofe powV, beyond the ftretch of human thought. 
Revolves the orbs of empire ; bids them fink 
Deep in the dead'ning night of thy difpleafure, 
Gr rifelnajeilk o'er a wondVing world. 
The g(Ws by thee — I fee it, Coriolanus — 
Mean to exalt us, and deprefs the Romans, 

Cor. Galefus, yes, the gods' have fent me hither } 
Thofe righteous gods, who, when vindi^ive jufticc , 
Excites them to deftjoy a worthlefs people, 
Make their own crimes and follies ftrike the blow. 

GaL Cherifh thefe thoughts, that teach us what we 
are, 
And tame the pride of man. There is a pow*r 
Unfeen, that rules th' illimitable world. 
That guides its motions, from the brighteft ftar, 
^- «^u*» leaft duft of this fm-tainted mould ; 

man, who madly deems himfelf the lord 
•" nought but weaknefs and dependence 
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This facrcd truth, by fure experience taught. 

Thou mud have learnt, when, wandYing all alone» 

Each bird, each infect, flitting thro' the iky. 

Was more fufficient for itfelf than thoa — 

Ah the full 'image of thy woes diflblves me I 

The pangs that muft have torn, 'at parting from thee. 

Thy mother and thy wife. I cannot think 

Of that fad fcene, without fome drops of pity! 

Cor. Who was it forc'd me to that bitter parting ? 
Who, in one cruel, hafty moment, chas'd me 
From wife, from children, friends, and houihold gods. 
Me ! who fo often had prateded theirs ? 
Who, from the facred 'city of my fathers, , 
Drove me with nature's commoners to dwell. 
To lodge beneath their wide unlhelter'd roof, 
And at their table feed ? O blaft me, gods I 
With ev'ry wol debility t)f mind, 
Bilhonour, juft contempt, and palfy'd \veaknels, 
If I forgive the villains ! Yes, Galefus, 
Yes, I will offer to the pow'rs.of vengeance 
A great, a glorious vi^m — a whole city I-— 
Why, lulius, this delay? 

GaL May Corioiamis 
Be to the Volfcian nation, and himfelf, 
The dread, the godlike inftrument of juftice ! 
But let not rage and vengeance mix their rancour; 
Let them not trouble with theu* fretful ftorm, 
Their angry gleams, that azure, where enthrc'^ 
The calm divinity of juftice fits. 
And pities, while {he puniHieSy mankind* 
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Cor^ What faidft thou ? What, againft the pow'rs of 
vengeance ? , 

The gods gave heneft anger, juR revenge. 
To be the awful guardians of the rights 
And native dignity of human- kind. 

were it not for them, the faucy world 
Would grow a noyomc neft of little tyrants ! 
Each carrion crow, on eagle merit perch'd. 
Would peck hb eyes out^ and the mungril cur 
At pleafure bait the lion — No, Galefus, 

1 would aot ra(hly, iu)r on light occafion. 
Receive the deep impreffion in my breaft ; 
But when the bafe, the brutal and unjuft. 

Or, worfe than ail, th* ungrat'efjol, ftamp it there $ 
O I will then, with luxury fupreoae. 
Enjoy the pleafure of ofiended gods, 
A righteous, juft revenge ! — Behold my foul. 
Enter an officer, 
OJl My lor4$, th' aflembled chiefs defire your pre 

fence. 
GaL Come, noble Marcius ; let my joyful hand 
, Conduft thee thither — Doubt not thy reception 
Will be proportion'd to thy fame and naerit* 
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SCENE VI. 

ne hack'fcene opens ^ and difc&vers the deputks of the Vol* 
fclan Jiates^ ajfembled in counciL They rife and falute 
Coriolanus ; then refume their places* 

GALfesUS, TULLUS, CoillOLANUS, SENATORS. 

GaL Aflembled^ Rates, and captains of the Volfci, 
Behold the chief fo much renown'd in war ; 
Our once fo formidable foe, but now 
Our profer*d friend and foldier — Caius Mareius. 

iji Sen, We give him hearty welcome from our fouls. 

Cor. Moft noble chiefs, and fathers of the Volfci, 
I need not fay, how by the people's rage. 
And the poor weaknefs of the timid nobles, 
I am expeird from Rome. Had I confinM 
My wiflies merely to a fafe retreat, 
Some Latine city might have giv'n me that % 
Or any namelefs corner^ What imports it, 
Where a tame patient, exile rots in filence ? 
. But, Volfcian lords, permit me to declare, 
I would at pnCe cut Ihort my ufclefs days. 
Rather than be that defpicable wretch, 
Who neither can take vengeance on his foes, 
Nor ferve his friends. That is my tediper, ch*-^- 
I fhall be glad to merit, by my fword, 
Th' afylum which I feek among the Volil 
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Itome U our common foe: then let us join 
Our common fuffVingSy pafiions, and refentments. 
*Yes, tho* but one, -I bring fo many wrongs. 
So large a (hare of powerful enmity. 
Into the war, sis gives me thepFefumption, 
'To offer to the Volfcian ftaus th* alliance 
Ev'n of my fingle arm. — 

TuL That fmgle arm 
Is in itfelf a numerous army, Marcius ; 
The Volicians fo efteem it — -But .proceed. 

Cor* I will not mention, Volfcian chiefs,- what takiit 
The world allows me to poffefs in war: 
But be that what it will, you may employ it. 
Soldier, or captain, in whatever ftation 
You,place me, I will lofe each drop of blood, 
Or with this hand I'll fix the Volfcian ftandard 
On the proud tow'rs of capitolian Jove. 

Tul. Chiefs of the Volfcian league, I give you joy 
Of our new citizen, the noble Marcius. 
. The-gcnius of the Volfcian ftate has fent him. 
Whetted by wrongs into a keener hatred 
Than that we bear to Rome. It were^contemning. 
With impious ielf-fufficient arrogance. 
This bounty of the gods, not to accept, 
With ev'ry mark of honour, of his fervice. 
1, Volfcians, I, ev*n Attius Tullus, give, 
Firft of you all, my voice, that Caius Marcius 

P V rcceiv'd to high command among us;; " 

\ .nftantly we do appoint him gcn'ral 
. IV. 8 
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Of half our'tropps, which here, with your confeiit, 
I to him yield.r— Speak, chiefs, is this your pleafaref 

\Ji Sen, It is — We g?Ve unanimous confent. • 

TuU [ Embracing hinu'] Marcius> I joy to call thee 
my companion, 
And colleague in this war. 

Cor. By all the gods! 
Thou art the genVo;is viftor of my foul ! 
Yes, Tullus, I am conquer'd by thy virtue. . 

GaL Tho' I have oft, on great occaftons, Tullus, 
Beheld thee in the fenate, and the field, 
Cover'd with glory ; yet, I muft avow, 
I never faw thee (hew fuch genuine grcatneft, 
Sucli true fublimity of foul, as now. 
To fcorn th* all-pow'rful charm of felfifh pafCon^^ 
Chiefly the dazzling pride of cijiulation, 
That noble weaknefs of heroic minds. 
To fink thyfelf that thou mayft raife thy country; 
To put thy fword into thy rival's hand, 
And twine thy promised burcls round his brow-i-* 
O 'tis a flight beyond the higheft point 
Of martial glory 1 and what few can reach. 
Go fofth, ye chofcn minifters of jullice ; 
And may that awful pcw'r, whofe iecret hand 
Sways all our paflions, turns OTir partial views 
All to its own dread purpofes, attend you ! / 

Cor» I burn to enter on the glorious tafk 
You now have mark*d me oui*. How flow the t' 
To tlie warm foul, that, in the very inftapit 
It forms, would execute a great dcfign. ' 



1 
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'Tis my advice wc marci dircdl to Roipe ; 

We cannot be too quick. Let the firft dawn 

See us in bright array before her wails. 

Perhaps when they behold her exile there, 

Back'd by your force, fome confcious hearts amon^ 

them 
May feel th' alarm of guilt. 

Tul, I much approve 
Of this advice. *Tis what I thought before, 
'Ere ftrengthen'd, Marcius, by thy mighty arm: 
But now 'tis doubly right. Here, Volfcian chiefs. 
Here let our council terminate — ^Thc. troops 
Have had repofe fiifficient. Strait to Rome, 
Come, let us urge our march — ^As yet the ftars 
Ride in their middle watch ; we (ball^ with eafe^ 
Re^ch it by dawn.— • 

Cor. Yes, wc have time — ^too much ! 
Six tedious hours till mom — But hence 1 away! 
My foul oa fire anticipates the dawn. 
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ACT III. SCENE L 

CORIQLANUS, TuLtVS, VoLUSIUS, TlTUS, ivM 4F 

cro'wd of Volfcian officers* Acclamations behind the. 
fcenes. 

Cor. T^T O more — I merit not this lavifh pratfc* 

X^ True, we have driv'n the Roman legions* 

Defeated, and difgrac'd — But what is this \ 

Nothing, ye Volfci, nothing yet is done. 

We but begin the wondrous leaf of ftory,. 

That niarks the Roman doom. At length it dawns^. 

The deflin'd hour, that eafes of their fears 

The nations round, and fets Hcfperia free. 

Gome on, my brave companions of the war!. 

Come, let us finilh at one mighty ftroke 

l^his toil of laboring fate. — ^Wc will, or perlfh ! ■ 

While, noble TuUus, you protedb the camp„ 

I, with my troops, all men of choftn valour. 

And weil-approv'd to-day, will ftorm the city. 

7/V. Beneath thy animating condudt, Marciu5». 
What can the Volfcian valour not perform? 
Thy very fight and voice iubdues the Roniws*^ 
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When, lifting up your helm» you fhcw'd your face. 
That, like a comet, glarM deftruAion on them, 
. I faw their braveft vet'rans fly before thee. 
Their ancient fpirit has with thee forfook them, 
And ruin hangs o'er yon devoted walls. 
Enter an officer ^ ivho addr^e^s hitnfelf to Coriolanus* 
Off* My lord, a herald is arriv'd from Rome, 
To fay, a deputation from' the fenate. 
Attended by the minifters of Heav'n, 
A venerable train of priefts and flamens. 
Is on the way, addrefs'd to you* 

Cor. To me ! 
What can this meffage mean 1 — Stand to your arms^ 
Ye Volfcian troops ; and let thefe Romans pafs 
Betwixt the lowering frown of double files. 
What ! do they think me fuch a milky boy. 
To pay my vengeance with a few foft words. 
Come, fellow -foldiers, lYd'us, come, and fee, 
If I betray the honours you aave done me. 

\Goes out nuith a train of Volfcian officers.^ 

_ V 

SCENE II. 

TuLLUs, VoLUsius, *who refnah. 

VoL \_^fter fome ftlenceS^ Are we not, TuUus, fail, 
ing in our duty 
Not to attend our gen'ral ? 

7W. How ! what faidft thou ? ^j 

VoL Hethought,' Xixj lord, his parting orders were 
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We (hould attend the triumph now preparing 
O'er all his foes at once — Romans and Volfcifi 
Come, vre (hall give offence. 

ThL Of this no more. 
I pray thee fpare thy bitter irony. 

l^ok Shall I then fpcak without difguiie ? : 

Tul. Speak out, 
With all the honed Wuntnefs of a friend, . 
TJiiiikH thou I feap the truth ? 
. Vol Then, TnUus, know. 
Thou art no more the gen'ralof the Vulfci, . 
1 hou haft, by this thy gen'rous weaknefs, funfei: 
Thyielf into a private man of Antium. 
Yes, thcii-haft taken fr^m thy laurel'd brow 
The weli-earn-d trophies of thy toils and perilsj , 
Thy fpringing hope.v the faireft ever budded^ 
And heap'd them on a man too proud before. . 

TuL He- bears it high* 

Vol. Death and perdition ! high \ 
With ua;ontroli*d command! — ^You fee, ab-eady^. 
He will not be encumber*d with the fetters 
Of our advice. He fpeaks his fo.v*reiga will ; . 
On ev'ry hand he i flues out his order s. 
As to his nat'ral flaves. — For you, my lord, , 
He has, I think, con fin*d you to your camp,^ 
There in inglorious indolence to languilh; 
While he, beneath your blafted eyes, Ihall reap: 
The harveft of your honour. 

TuL No, yolufius. 
Whatever honour (hall by him be gaia'd . 
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Reverts to me, from whofc fupcrior bounty 
He'drew the means of all his glorious deeds* 
This mighty chief, this conqueror erf Rome- 
Is but my creature. — 

VoL Wretched felf-deTufion ; • 
He and the Vdfcians know he is thy mafter.- 
He a«3s as fuch in all things — Now, by Mars, . 
6ould my abhorrent foul endure the tliought 
Of (looping to a Roman chief, I here 
Would leave thee rn thy folkary canqp> 
And go where glory calk. 
TuL Indeed, Volnfiusj*, 
I'did expe<fl more equal treatment from htm; • 
,But what of that? — ^The gen'rous pride of virtue 
Difdains to weigh too nicely the returns 
Her bounty meets with — Like the lib'ral gody, 
From her own gracious nature fhe beftows. 
Nor (loops to aik reward — Yet muft T own, 
I thought he would not have fo foon forgot 
What he fo lately was, and what I am. 

VoL Gods I knew you Tiot his character before ? 
Did you not know his genius was to yours 
Averfc, as are antipathies in nature? 
High, over-weening, tyrannonfly proud, 
And only fit to hold command o'er flaves ? 
Hence, as repugnant to- that equal life. 
Which is the quick'ning foul of all republic5> 
The Roman people caft him forth ; and we, 
S 1 we receive the bane of their repofe, 
1 ' our breall ? Are we lefs free than they ? 
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Or fliall we be more patient of a tyrant ? 

TuL All this I knew. JJut while liis imperfe(flions 
Are thy glad theme,*" thou haft forgot his virtues. 
FoL I leave that fubje<a to the fmooth Galefus, 
And thefe his Volfcian flatt'rers — His virtues 1 
Truft me there is no infolence that treads 
So high as that which rears itfelf on virtue. 

Tu/, Well, be it fo— I meant, that ev'n his vices 
• Should, on this great occafion, ferve the Volfci. 
Fo/. Confufion ! there it is I there lurks the fling 
Of our dilhonour 1 while this Marcius leads 
The Roman armies, ours are driy'n before him. 
Behold, l^e changes fides ; when with him changes ^ 
The fortune of the war. Strait they grow Volfci^ 
' And we vidorious Romans — Such, no doubt. 
Such is hi| fecret boaft — Ay, this vile brand 
Succefs itfelf will fix for ever on us ; 
And, Tullus, thou, 'tis thou muft anfwer for it. 

Tu/, \^y^JideJ^ His words are daggers to my heart j I 
feel 
Their truth, but am afham'd to own my folly. 

VoL O Ihame ! O infamy ! the tliought confumes mc. 
It fcalds my eyes with tears, to fee a Roman 
Born on our fhoulders to immortal fame : 
Juft in the happy moment that decided 
The long difpute of ages, that for which . ^ 

Our gen'rous anceftors had toiPd and bled. 
To fee him then ftep in and fteal our glory I 
that we firft had perilh'd all! A people^ '^^ 
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Wh<J cannot find in their own proper force 
Their own protection, are not worth the faving ! 
TuU It mud have way ! I will no more fupprefs it- 
Know then, my rough old friend, no lefs than the* 
His condudl hurts me, and upbraids my folly. 
I wake as from a dream. What demon mov'd ine ? 
What doating generofity ? his woes. 
Was it his woes ! to fee the brave reduced 
To truft his mortal foe ! perhaps, a little 
That work'd within my boforo — But, ^Volnfiirs, 
. That was not all — I will to thee confefs 
The weaknefs of my heart — Yes, it was pridcy 
The dazzling pride to fee my rival-warrior^ 
The great Coriolanus, bend his foul, 
Hk haughty foul, to fue for my protection. 
Protection, faid I ? were it that alone, 
I had been bafe to have refused him thae^ 
To have refas'd him aughc a gallant foe 
Owes to a gallant foe. — But to exalt him 
To the fame level, nay, above myfelf ; 
To yield him the cdmmand of half my troops, 
The choiceft aCting- half — ^That, that was madncfs ! 
Was weak, was mean, unworthy of a man !— 
Vol, I fcorn to flatter thee — It was indeed. 
TuL Curfe on the flave Galefus I foothing, he 
SeizM the fond moment of infatuation. 
And clinch'd the chains my gen'rous folly forgM.- 
w fhall I from this labyrinth efcape ? 
ft it then be ! what cruel genius dooms me, 
war or peace, to creep beneath his fortune II 
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Vol, That; genius Is thyfelf. If thou canft bear 
The very thought of (looping to tKis Roman, 
Thou, from that moment, art his vaflal, Tullus; 
By that thou doft acknowledge, parent nature 
Has form'd" him thy fuperior. But if fix'd 
Upon the bafe of manly rcfolation. 
Thou fayft — I will be free! — I will command! 
I and my country I then — O never doubt it^ 
We (hall find means to crufh this vain intruder ; 
Ev'n I myfeif — this hand- 
Nay, hear me, Tullus, 
'Tis not yet come to that, that laft refourcc. 
I do not fay we (hould employ the dagger^ 
"Wiiiic oihcr, -better means arc in our powV. 

TuL No, my Volufius, fortune will not driv* i&ii 
Or I am much deceived, to that extreme : 
We (hall not want the (Irongeft faireft plea» 
To give a folemn fandlion to his fate. 
He will betray himfelf. Whate'er bis rage 
Of paflion talks, a weaknefs for his countrj 
Sticks in his foul, and he is (UU a R*oman. 
Soon (hall we fee him tempted to the brink * 

Of this fure precipice— Then down, at oniCC» 
Without remorie, we hurl hin) to perditioa! 
But hark ! the trumpet calls us to a fcene 
I (hould deteft, if not from hope we thence 
May gather matter to mature our purpo&% 
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SCENE iir. 

The back-fcene opens ^ and dif covers Coriolanus Jttting on 
his tribunal^ attended by his lifiorsy and a cro*wd Of 
Volfcian officers. Files of troops duaivn up on either 
hand. In the depth of this fcene appear the deputies 
from the Roman fenate^ M, Minucius, Pofthumui 
Cominius, Sp/Lartius, P. Pinnarhis, and Q^ Sul- 
pitius, all confnlar fenatorsy ivho had been his moji zea* 
lous friends. And behind them march the priejlst the 
facrificersy the augur s^ and the guardians of the f acred 
things y drejl in their ceremonial habits. Tbefe advance 
Jlo'wlyy iet*ix)ixt the files of foldiers under arms. As 
Tullus enters^ Coriolanus rijing falutes himi 

^ Coriolanus. 

Here, noble Tullus, fitj; and judge taj conduift ; 
Nor fpare to check me, if I a<5l amifs. 

TuL Marcius, tbe Volfcian fate is in thy hands. 

[Coriolanus // feated again^ and Tullus places himfelf 
upon a tribunal on his left hand. Moan-time the Ro' 
man deputies advance up to Coriolanus, and faliUe him^ 
ivhich he returns*^ 

Cor. What, Romans, from the gen'rals of the Volfci^ 
'^'^ your demand ? 

Min. O Coriolanus, Rome, 
rfe of thy tender years, thy parent-city, 
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Her fenatorsy her people, priefts, and augurtt 

Her ev'ry order and degree, hj us, 

Thy ever-zealous, ftill-unfhaken friends. 

Sue in the mod pathetic terms for peace. 

And if in this conftrain^d, we from our ir^TJrg^ 

Never to afk but give it, muft depart ; 

It is fbme confolatton, in the (late 

To which thou haft by thy fuperior valour 

Keduc'd us, that we afk it from a Roman. 

Cor, I was a Roman once, and thought the name 
Was not difhonour'd by rac ; but it pleas'd 
Your lords, the mob of Rome, to take it from me ; 
Nor will I now receive it back again. 

MJn, The name thou mayft rejed, but canft not 
throw 
The duties from thee which that name imports ; 
Indi/Toluble duties, bound upon thee 
By the ftrong hand of nature, and confirm^ 
By the dread fandion of all-ruling Jove. 
Then hear thy country's fupplicating voice ; 
By all thofe duties I conjvre thee hear us. 

C^r. Well — 1 will hear ^hee ; fpeak, declare thy 

melTage. 
AlinJ' Give peace, give healing peace, to two brav« 
nations, 
Fatigued with war, and fick of cruel deeds ! 
To carry on defti*ii<aion''s eafy trade, 
Affiii^ mankind, and fcourge the world with war, 
Is what each wicked, each ambitious man, 
Whc lets his forious paffions loofe, may do4 
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But in the flatt'ring torrent of fuccefs. 

To check his rage, and drop th* avenging fword. 

When a repenting people aik it of him. 

That is the genuine bounty of a god. * ^ 

Then urge no ^strther this your juft refcntment ; 

Which, injur'd as you are, you needs muft feel. 

But never ought to carry iqio adlien 

i^Aainft your facred count* I'.whwice you drew 

Your^jfe, yoirf virtij|S, t\yf\jioral good, 

TJaatrft-y valour you employ againft her. 

Stop, Coriolanus, ere, beyond retreat. 

You plunge yourfelf in crimes. To the fierce joy 

Of ^vengeance pufh'd to barbarous excefs, 

Repentance will fucceed, and fi?k*ning horror, 

Confider too, the flipp'ry ftate of fortune. 

The gods take pleafui^e oft, when haughty mortals 

On their own pride eredl a mighty fabric. 

By flighteft means, to lay» their tow'ring fchemes 

Low in the duft, and teach, them they are nothing. 

Return, thou virtuous Roman ! to the bofom 

Of thy imploring country, Lo ! her arms 

She fondly fpreads to take thee back again. 

And by redoubled love e£Face her harlhnefs* 

Return, and crown thee with the nobleft wreath 

Which glory can beftow— the palm of mercy ! 

Cor. Marcus Mlnucius, and ye other Romans, 
Refpeded fenators, and holy Hamens, 
^•^tend, and take to your demand this anfwer* 
Vhy court you me, the fervant of the Volfci? 
to them that you jaauft bend for peacci 
OL. IV. T 
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^ '^Vhith on thefe only terms they will accord ydo. 
«• Reftorc the conquer'd lands your former wars 
•* Have ravlih'djf om them : fi-om their towns and cities^ 
** Wo^by your afms, withdraw your colonies j 
« And to the fuH immunities of Rome ^* 

" Frankly admit them, su yon have the Latiaes;**- 
Then, Romans, yehavcAace, and^not till then ! 
If thefe are terms whichjH^not your ambition, % 
Tiiey fuit the ftate to wJuc^ihe ^^^ia^arms J^ 
Have now rcdut*d you-— We have Jeahi'd front ffikae 
To ufe our fortune, and command the vanquifti'd. 

Tu7» ly^JrJe,2 Death to my hopes ! I'm now his iktrt 
for evet. 

Con [^Md^^etftKg Uf^elf to th VfflfcL'] This, my U- 
luftrious patrcns and prote(flors, 
Voirci> to you I ow'd. Permit xx\t now 
To do myfelf and injur'd honour jufticc. 

[Turning again to tht Romans J^ 
As to the liberty yon idly vaunt 
To give me of returning to your city, 
*Tis what I held unworthy of acceptancew 
Can I return ii^to th' ungrateful bofom 
Of a diftradted ftate, where, to the rage 
•Of a vile fenfePeft populace, the la^rs , 
Are by your Ihamefuf weaknefs giv'n a prey? 
Who are tl*e men that hold the fway among you? 
And whom have you expell'd, as ev'h unworthy 
To live within the cinfttir^ of your walis f — 
O the wild thoit;ght breaks in and troubles reafon!- 
Wiih what, ye Romans, can the foureft ccnf< 
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The moft envenom'd malice, juftly charge me? - 
Did I e'er break your laws ? Nay, did I e'$r 
Do aught that could difturb the fJiH^ orderj 
^The peace and focial harmony of ]i^ ; ^ 

Vk taint your ancient fan^ity of manners ? 
^liat was my crime ? I could not bear to fee 
Y<mr dignity debas'd, to fee the rabble 

3pfead on the rev 'rend grey authority 
f jflKorlal^ifdom: y^^wryouy 
InJppPdefence I did enrage this mQi>ftgii| ^ 
Ana^^t you bafely left me to its fury* 
ISten talk no more of fervices and friendflitp : 
A^iendy who caUt and does not faield, betrays me. 
Or if the pow'r was wanting, tTien your fenate 
. Is funk into fervility and bondage^ 
Nor fhould a freeman deign to fit among you. 

Min* The wifeft are fometimes compelPd to yield 
To popular ftorms : yet I defend not, Marcius, 
Oiu* timid condu(5l: ; we have felt our error. 
And now invite thee back to aid the fenate. 
With thy heroic ipirit to reftrain 
The giddy rage of fa<aion, and to hold 
The reins of government more firm hereafter. 

As to th' appeal which thou haft nobly made 
In vindication of thy fpotlefs fame, 
With pleafure we confirm it, and bear witnefs 
To all thy public and thy private virtues : 
~ c let us alfo beg ,thee not to ftain 

2 bright ijefs of that glory by a crime, 
ich, unrepented, would difgrace them all, 

T 2 - 
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A dire rebellious war againft ihj country. 

Car. Abfurd ! what can you mean ? To call a people. 
Who with the l^^indignity have us'd me. 
To caSiny foes my country! No, Minucius, 
It is the gcn'rous nation of the Volfct, ^ ^ 

Thefe brave, thefe virtuous men, you fee around mcj 
Who, when I wander'd a poor helplefs exile, 
Took pity of my injuries ^nd woes ; ^ 

Forgot the former mifclfi«6*of my fword ; J^ 
Heap'd on me kindnefs, honours, dignities ; ^^^ 
Fear'd not to truft me with this high command. 
And plac'd me here the guardian of their caufe:— * 
Be witnefs, Jove ! — It js alone their nation 
I henceforth wHl acknowledge for my country ! 
Let this fuffice — You have my anfwer, Romans- 

Com. This anfwer, Coriolanus, is the didatc 
More of thy pride than magnanimity : 
'Tis thy revenge that gives it, not thy virtue. 
Art thou above the gods ? who joy to (how'r 
Their doubled gcodnefs on repenting mortals? 
But think not I intend, by this, to urge 
Our profer'd peace, fo harfhly treated, further. 
That were a weaknefs ill becoming Romans. 
Yet I mull tell thee, it would better fult 
A fierce defpotic chief of barb'rous flaves. 
Than the calm dignity of one who fits 
In the grave fenate of a free republic, 
To talk fo high, and, as it \yere, to thruft 
Plebeians from the native rights of man,—* 
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Cor, Ha ! doft thou come the people's advocate ^ 

To me, Comimus! com'ft thou to infiilt meJ /"" 

Com. Nay, hear me, Marcius: — Thefe grey hairs 
impow'r mc 
To fet thee right before this great aflembly : 
And there was once a time, thou wouldft have heard 
Thy gen'ral with more deference and patience — 
I tell thee then, whoe'er amidft the fons 
Of reafon, valour, liberty, and virtue, 
Difjplays diftinguilh'd merit, is a noble 
Of nature's own creating. Such have ris'n. 
Sprung from the duft ; or where had been our honours ? 
And fuch m radiant bands will rife again. 
In yon immortal city, that, when mod 
Deprefs'd by fate, and near apparent ruin> 
Returns, as with an energy divine. 
On her aftonifliM foes and fhakes them from her— r 
Your pardon Volfci — But this, Coriolanus^ 
Is what I had to fay. 
. Ccr» And I have heard it — 

\J^{fing from his tnhunat t and the 
priejis advancing to addrefs him^ 
he prevents themJ^ 
For yon, ye awful minifters of heav'n. 
Let me not hear your holy lips profan'd. 
By urging what my duty muft refufc* 
I bow ill adoration to the gods ;, 
T venerate their fervants. But there is, 

\ere is a po\v*r, their chief, their darlmg care, 
* guardian of mankind, which to betray 
Tj 
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Were violating all — And that is juftice. 
' ^ So far my public character demands ; 
So far my honour.r — Now, what ftiould forbid 
The man, and friend, to be indulged a little ? 

Permit me to embrace thee^ good Minucius^ 
Thee, La^tius; you, Pinnarius and Sulpitius: 
But chiefly thee, Cominius, who firft rais'd me 
To deeds of arms : who from thy cons'kr brow 
Took thy own crown, and with it circled mine"' 
Tho' nought can fhake my purpofe, yet I wilh. 
That Rome had fent me others on this errand.. 
1 thank you for your fricndfliip. The proteAion "^ 
Wh^ch you have giv'n to thofe, whom once I called: 
By tender names, I would not now rememben 
How fhall Ir^fay-<-Tetum your gen'rous goodnefs ?. 
G there is ;iothing you,, as friends,, can aik, . 
My. grateful heart will not with pleafure grant youb 

Com. We^ thank, thee, Coriolanus — Biit.a Romaa 
Diidains that favour you refufe hiy country. 

Con [T<? t/:e Folfcian officers J\ See that they be, Ytith 
due regard and fafety, . 
Conduced back. 

[ To the Roman fenaton. ] I will fufpend th' affault, , 
Till to thefe terms, of which we will not bate 
The fmalleft part, your fenate.raay have tirac. 
To fend their lateft anfwer. Then we cut 
All further treaty off. Romans, fareweU, 

Tie Eniofthc T^tdAa.. 
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A C T IV. S C E N E L 

TuLLUs alone* 

W HAT IS th€ mind of man \ A reftlefs fcene 
Of vanity and weaknefs ; Shi fting ftil l/ 
As fhifrtEe lights of our uncertain knowledge ; 
Or as the various gale of p aflion breathesT" 

IConc ever thought himfelf more deeply founded 
On what is right, nor felt a. nobler ardour. 
Than I, when I inverted Caius Marcius 
With this ili-judg'd command. Now it appears- 
Rjilradion, folly, monftrous folly i meannefs ! 
I And (Jown I plunge, betray 'd ev'n by my virtue,- 
ErooQ gulf to gulf, from (hame to deeper fhame. 

SCENE ir;. 

TuLLUs, Galesus. 

GaL I liften'd, Tullus, to th* important fcene 
That lately pafs'd before us ^ with moft ftridt 
Unprejudiced attention ; and have fmce 
Revolved it in my mind,, both as a man,* 
^ "y?d to all mankind, and as a Volfcian. . 

'eed our terms are high, and by the manner- 
vhich they, were prefcrib?d by Coriolanusy 
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Are \^ hat we cannot hope will ere be grant edr 
They ftiould be foften'd. Let us yield a Httiey^ 
Confcious ourfelves to a great nation's pride,' ^' 
The pride of human nature. Could the Romans 
Stoop to fuch peace, commanded by the fword. 
They then were flaves, unworthy our alliance. 

TuL Gods ! do I hear in thee, one of the chiefs 
Intnifted with the honour of the Volfci, 
An advocate for Rome ? 

Ga/. I glory, Tulhis, 
To own myfelf an advocate for peace. 
Pe ace is the haf>£j jj|^tVal ft ^ of man ^ 
War liis corrupti gj^ his difgrace— 
"'To/. H\s fafeguard ! 

His pride I his glory ! — ^What but war, juft war. 
Gave Greece her heroes ? Thofe who drew the fword^ 
(As we do now) againft the Tons of rapine ; 
To quell proud tyrants, and to free mankind. 

GaL Yes, Tullus, when to juft defence the warrior 
Confines his force, he is a worfhip'd name, 
Dear to mankind, the firft and heft of mortals !: 
Yet ftill, if this can by foft means be xlone, 
And fair accommodation, that is better. 
Why fhould we puit:hafe with the blood of thoufan^ 
What may be gain'd by mutual juft conceffion ? 
Why give up peace, the beft of human blefllngs^ . - 
For the vain cruel pride of ufelefs conqueft ? 

Tul. Thefe foothing dreams of phiiofophk quiet - 
Are only fit for unfrequented ihadcs. "^^ 

The fage Ihould quit the bofy buflling worlds 
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111 fuited to his gentle meditationsy 

And in fome defert find that peace he loves, 

G<7A\Miftaken man ! Philofophy confifts not 
In airy fchemesi or idle fpeculations : 
The rule and conduct of all focial life 
Is her great province. Not in lonely cells 
Obfcure flic lurks,' but holds her heav'nly light 
To fenates and to kings, to guide their councils^ 
And teach them to reform and blefs mankind. 
AH policy but* her's is falie, and rotten j 
All valour, not conducted by her precepts. 
Is a deftroying fury fcnt from hell 
To plague unhappy man, and ruin nations. ^ 

TuL To flop the wafte of that deftroying fury 
Is the great caufe and purpofe of this war. 
Art thou a friend to peace ? — Subdue the Romans* 
Who, who, but* they, have turn'd this ancient land. 
Where, from Saturnian times, harmonious concord 
Still lov'd to dwell, into a fcene of blood. 
Of endlcfs difcord, and perpetual rapine ? 
The fword,. the vengeful fword, muft drain away 
This boiling blood, that thus difturbs the nations I 
Talk not of terms. It is a vain attempt 
To bind th* ambitious and unjuft by treaties : 
Thefe they elude a thoufand fpecious ways ; 
Or, if they cannot find a fair pretext. 
They blulh not in the face of heav'n to break them. 
Gal, Why then affronted heav'n will combat for uv 
jullicfi on our fidei and then my voice 
ill be as. loud for war as thine ; my fword 
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Sliall (Irike as deep ; at leaft, my blood fhall flow 

As freely, Tullus, in my country's caufe. 

But as I then would die to fervc the Volfcians, 

So now I dare to ferve them by oppofing, 

Ev'n with my finglc voice," th' impetuous torrent 

That hurries us away beyond the bounds 

Of temp'rate wifdom ; and prefume to tell thee, 

It is thy paffion, not thy prudence, didates - 

This haughty language. 

TuL Yes, it is my paflion, 
A paflion for the glory of my country. 
That fcorns your narrow views of timid prudence. 
Our injur'd honour drew our fwords, and never 
Shall they be (heath'd, while I command the VoUcians, 
Till Rome fubmits to Antium,— 

GaL Rome will perilh 
Ere (he fubmit ; and (he has fi.ill her walls. 
The ftrcngth of her allies, her native valdur. 
Which oft has fav'd her in the worft extremes. 
And, ftronger yet than all, defpair, to aid her, 

TuU All thefe will nought avail her, if our fears 
Come not to her afliflance — But, Galefus, 
Why urge you this to me ? Go, talk to Marcius. 
The war has giv'n him all his pride could hope for. 
To fee Rome's fenate humbled at his feet : 
He now may wilh to reign in peace at Antiiun, 
And thou, perhaps, art come an envoy from him, 
*1^ learn if I Ihall prove a quiet fubjed. 

O/. Thro' this unguarded op'ning of thy fou' 
I ice ^vhat flings tliee — Ah ! beware of envy 1 
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If that pale fury feize thee thou art loft ! 
Tuilus, . 'tis eafier far from the clear bbcaft 
To keep out treacherous vice, than to expel it. 
Farewel. Remember I have done my duty. [^Goffs out J] 
TuL \^Alon€.'\ This man difcerns ray heart — Well i 
what of that ? 
Am I afraid its movements fliould be fcen ? 
I, whofe clear thoughts have never fhunn'd the lights 
Muft I now feek to hide them ? O misfortune ! 
To have reduc'd myfclf to fiKh a ftate, 
So much beneath the greatnefs of my foul. 
That, like a coward, I muft Icam to pradifc 
The wretched arjts of vile diffimulation ! 
By heav'n I will not doet — I will not ftoop 
To veil my di:A:ontent a moment longer. 
But fee!, my rival comes, the iiappy Marcrus- 
His haughty mien, his very looks, affront me- 

SCENE IIL 

CoRIOLANUS, TULLUS. 

Cof. Tulius, I have J^eccivM intelligence, 
That a ftrong body of the Latine troops 
Is in full march to raife the fiege of Rome. 
Another day wifl bring them to iLs aid. 
But go thou forth, and lead the .valiant bands, 
iber commanded, to repel thefe fuccours* 
and cut off from Rome ks h&. rcfource, 

I load my troc^s from the gi^at fceae of a^io&t 
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From falling Rome ! which, ere to-morrow's fu» 

Shall fet, may be our prey ! Sure you forget 

My rank and (Nation. — I difdam the fervice : 

Give It to fome you may command. For mc^ 

I own no mafter but the Volfcian ftates. 

Rome is my obje(ft. I from Antium brought 

The noblefl army ever (liook her walls. 

And (hall I now, on that decifive day, 

Doo,m*d by the gods to Jay her pride in afheSf 

Shall I be abfent from the glorious work ? 

It is the higheft outrage ev'n to think it. — 

Juft gods ! doft thou prefume to give thy orders 

To me ? to me ! thy equal in command ? 

Nay, thy fuperior ? Was it not my hand. 

My lavifh hand, beftow'd thy pow*r upon thee ? . 

And know, proud Roman, that the man who gave it) 

Can at his will refume it. 

. Cor. I proposed 
This expedition to thee as thy friend, 
Not as thy genial, Tullus. We are both 
Commanders here ) and for my (hare of powV, " 
Whene'er the council of the Volfcian ftates. 
Who cloth'd me with it, fliall again demand it^ * - 
I at their feet will lay it down, perfuaded. 
The canker'd tongue of envy's felf muft own. 
That by my fervice I have well delerv'd it. 

Tul. Was it to them, or me, you hither came 
To crave prptedion ? Was not then your fortune, 
Vour liberty, your hfe, at my diipofal ? 
I jrais'd you from the duft, a wretched exiir- 
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An outcaft, helplefs, friendlefs, driv'n to beg 
The loweft refuge which defpalr can feek, j 

Shelter amidft thy foes. My pitying goodnefs 
Proteded, trufted, and believ'd you grateful. 

ill-plac'd confidence ! — 
Cor» Immortal gods^ 

Hear I thefe words from Tullus ! 

7k/. What for^all this 
Is thy return? Pride; felf-fufEciency; 
Councils apart from mine ; defpotic orders | 
The glory of the war all pilfer'd from me : 
And, to complete the whole, a L«atine army 
Now conjur'd up to draw me from the fiegc ; 
Till by cajoling our tame chiefs, and dazzling 
The fenfelefs eyes of the low mob of foldiers. 
Thou (halt be folely feated in the pow*r 
Which, thank my folly, now is ihar'd betwixt us. 

Cor, O indignation ! — Down, thou fwelling heart— 

1 will be calm — 1 will. — Thou doft accufe me 
Of the worll vice that can debafe mankind. 
Of black ingratitude* On what foundations i 
What have I done to merit fuch a charge ? 

Is it my fault, if, in the Volfcian army. 

My name is as revcr'd and great as thine ? 

Can I forbid authority, and fame. 

To follow merit and fucccfs ? You knew 

The man whom you emplpy'd, and Ihould have knowa 

"^^ would not be a cypher in employ ent. 

^uL Thinkft thou my heart can better brook than thine 
Se that cypher J that dilhonour'd tool ! 
^u XV. U 
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Subfervtent to th' ambition of another ? 
Gods ! I had nicher live a drudging peafant» 
Unknown to glory, in fomc Alpine village ; 
Tlvin, at the head of thcfc vidorious legions, 
Bear the high name of chief, without the pow'r. 
No, Marcius, no. I wilt command indeed : 
And thou (halt learn, with all the Vohcian army, 
To treat their gen'ral with rcfpcdt. 
Cor. Refpeai 

Tullus • Tullus! by the powVs divine! 

1 bore thee once refpedt, as high as man 
Can ihew to man. From thee, my foe^ my rival, 
1 nor difdain^d nor fear'd to aik protedion. 
You gave me all I afk'd, you gave me more. 
With noble warmth c£ heart 1 which to efteem. 
Added the ties of gratitude, and friendlhip. 
Whatever (ince, in council, or^in arms. 
Has been by me achieved, was done for thee. 
My glory all was thine. The palms I gainM 
Only compds'd a garland for his brow^ 

Wlio raisM this banifh'd man to tread on Rome* 

TuL To tread on him who raised him — ^That 1 know. 
Is thy ambitious purpofe ; but be certain, ^ 

However Rome may bend beneath thy fortune, j 

Thou ihalt not find an eafy conqueft here. I 

Cor. May Jove w»ith lightning ftrtke me to the centre, i 
If, from the day I faw thy face at Antium, 
My heart has ever formM one fecret thought 
To hurt thy honour, or deprefs thy greatnefs : 
I was thy friend, thy foldier, and thy fervant. 
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Bat now I will as openly avow, 
Thy jealoufy has, with cnvenoin'd breath. 
Made fuch a fudden ravage in our friendlhip, 
I know not what to think.-^ 

Tul. Think me thy foe. 
There is no lading friendftiip with the prond. 

Cor. Nor with the jealous — But of this enough. 
Come, let us turn our fire a nobler way : 
We have a worthier quarrel to purfue.-— 
It were unjuft, diflionourable, bafe. 
Our pride (houkl hurt the Volfcian caufe* 

TuL No, Marcius, 
I mean to guard it better for the future : 
The Volfcian caufe is fafeft with a Vollician. 
I therefore claim, infift upon ray right ; 
That you (hould yield me my command in turn. 
The firil attack was yours : 'tis fcanty juftice, 
The fecond (bould be mine. 

Cor* Tullus, *tis yours, 
O it impoits not which of us command ! 
Give me the- loweft rank among your troops ; 
All Italy will know, the voice of fame 
Will tell all future times, that I was prefent ; 
That Coriolanus in the Volfcian army 
Afllfted, when imperial Rome was fack'd ; 
That city which, while he maintain'd her caufe. 
Invincible herfelf, made Amtium tremble. 

Tul. What arrogant prefumption I 

U z 
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SCENE IV. 
7i them VoLUSiUi, entering hafiify* 

Tul. Ha! Volufius, 
Thy looks declare fome meflage of importance* 

VoL Tulhis, they do — 1 was to find thpc, Marciiw, 
T*© thee i, fecond deputation comes. 
Thy mother, and thy wife, with a long train 
Qf all the noble ft ladies Rome can boafV, 
In mourning habits clad, approach our camp) 
Preceded by a herald, to demand 
Another audience of thee. 

Cor, How, Volufius ! 
Said you, the Roman ladies ! Low, indeed. 
Mud be the flate of Rome, when thus her matfont 
She fends amidfl the tumults of a camp, 
To beg protedion for the men, who lie 
Trembling behind their ramparts— come ! once mof«l 
, And fee me put an end to pray'rs and treaty ! 

SCENE V. 

TULLUS, VoLUSlUSf 

Vol. Tullus, 'tis well. This anfwers to my wnflies, 
TuL How ? what is well ? that humbled Rome once 
more 

Shall deck him with the trophies of our arms ? 

Vol. And hop'ft thou nothing from this bleft event ? 

They who have often blafted mighty heroes. 



jl 



^ C O R I O L A N U 8. 233 

Who oft have ftorn into the firmed hearts. 
And melted them to foJly ; they^ my friend, 
Wijl do what wifdom never could elFe^, 

TuL Thinkft thou the pray Vs and tears of wailing 
women 
Can (hake the man, who, with fuch cold difdain. 
Stood firm againU thofe venerable confuls. 
And fpum*d the genius of his kneeling country ? 

VoL It was his pride alone that made him ours. 
That paflion kept him firm ; the Hatt'ring charm 
Of humbling thofe, who in their perfons bore 
The whole collected majefty of Rome. 
Thefe women are no proper objedts for it : 
He cannot triumph o'er his wife and mother. 
On this my hopes arc founded; that thefe women 
May by their gentle influence fuhdue him. 

TuL Whatever th' event, he (hall no longer here. 
As wave his paflions, didtate peace or war. 
Whether his ftubborn foul maintains its firmnefs, . 
Or yields to female pray'rs, the Volfcian honour 
Will be alike betray'd. If Rome prevails. 
He ftops our conq'ring arms from her deibrudioni 
If he rejeds her fuit, he reigns our tyrant. 
But, by th' immortal gods ! his ihort-livM empire 
Shall never fee yon radiant fun defcend. 

Vol. Blell be thofe gods that have at la& infpir'd thee 
With refolution equal to thy cau^. 
The caufe of liberty I — 

TuL Be fure, Volufiaa, 
If that (hould happen which thy hopes portend ; 
Us 
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Should he, by nature tamM, difarm'd by love, 
Refpite the Roman doom — he feals his own : 
By heav'n ! he dies. 

VoL Let me embrace thee, Tullus ! 
i»Iow breaking from the cloud, which, like the fun. 
Thy own too bounteous beams had drawn around thee. 

TuL You was deceiv'd, my friend. When I with 
tamenefs, 
With tamenefs which aftonifh'd thy brave fpirit, 
Seem*d to fiibmit to that unequal fway 
He arrogated o'er me ; know, my heart 
Ne'er fweli'd fo high as in that cruel moment. 
My indignation, like th* imprifon'd fire 
Pent in the troubled bread of Rowing ^tna> 
Burnt deep and filent : but, collefted now> 
It (hall beneath its fury bury Marcius J 
*Tis fixt. Oiir tyrant dies. 

VoL Tulhis, my fword 
Here claims to be employed. — Nor toine atone— ^ 
There are fome worthy Volfci ftill remaining. 
Who think with us, and pine beneath the laurels 
A Roman chief beftows. 

TuL Go, find them ftrait. 
And bring them to the fpace before his tent ; 
'Tis there he will receive this deputation. 
Then if he finks beneath thefe womenV pray V 
Or if he does not — But, Volufius, wait, 
I give thee ftridleft charge to wait my fignaL 
Perhaps I may find means to free the Volfci 
Without his blood. If not — ^we will be free* 
The End of the Fourth A£i.. 
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Trumpets foundings 

The fcene dif covers the campy a crotwdof Volfcian officers ^ 
nuith files of foldiers^ dramjn up as before.. Enter Co- 
^ riolanus, Tullus, Galefus, Volufms. The Roman 
ladies advance Jlo*wly from the depth of the fiage^ 'with 
Veturia, the mother of Coriolanus, and Volumnia 
his luifei dt their head^ all clad in habits of mourning* 
Coriolanus flands at the head of the Volfci, furround* 
. ed by his liHors ; but% 'when he perceivej his mother and 
'wifey after fo?ne Jirugglcy he advances y and goes hafiify 
to embrace them* 

Coriolanus, advancing, 

LOWER your fafces, liaors — Oh Veturia ! 
Thou beft of parents ! 
Vet* Coriolanus, ftop. 
Whom am I to embrace ? A fbn, or foe ? 
Say, in what light an;i I regarded here ? 
Thy mother, or thy captive? 
Cor* Juftly, Madam, 
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You check my fondnets, that, by nature hurry'd. 
Forgot I was the gen'ral of the Volfci, 
And you a deputy from hoftilc Rome. 

\_He goes back to his farmer ft at $971,1 
I hear you with refped. Speak your commiffion. 

Vet. Think not I come a deputy from Rome. 
Rome, once rejefted, icorns a fecond fuit. 
You have already heard whatever the tongue 
Of eloquence can plead, whatever the wifdom 
Of facred age, the dignity of fenates, 
And virtue, can enforce. Behold me here. 
Sent by the (hades of your immortal fathers. 
Sent by the genius of the Marcian line, 
Commiflion'd by my own maternal heart. 
To try the foft, yet ftronger pow'rs of nature. 
Thus authorized, I a(k, nay, claim a peace, 
On equal, fair, and honourable terms, 
To thee, to Rome, and to the Volfcian people. 
Grant it, my fon ! Thy mother begs it of thee. 
Thy wife, the beft, the kindeft of her fex. 
And thefe illuftrious matrons, who have footh'd 
The gloomy hours thou haft been abfent from us. 
We, by whate*er is great and good in nature. 
By ev'ry duty, by the gods, conjure thoe ! 
To grant us peace, and turn on other foes 
Thy arms, where thou mayft purchafe virtuous ^ory* 

Cor^ I (hould, Veturia, break thofe holy bonds 
Thar hold the wide republic of mankind* 
Society, together ; I (hould grow 
A wretch, unworthy to be call'd thy fon; 
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/ I ftiould, with my Volamnia*s faip eileem, 
Forfeit her love ; thefe matrons would idefpife me — 
Could I betray the Volfcian caufe, thus trufted, 
Thus recommended to me — No, my mother, 
Yop cannot, fure , you cannot afk it of me I 

Vet. And does my fon fo little know me? me! 
Who took fuch care to form his tender years, 
Left to my condu<5t by his dying father ? 
Have I fo ill deferv'd that truft ? alas ! 
Am I fo low in thy efteem, that thou 
Should ft e'er imagine I could urge z. part 
Which in the leaft might ftain the Marciau honour ? 
No, let me perifh rather ! peri(h all ! 
Life has no charms compared witli fpotlefs glory ! 
I only afk, thou wouldft forbid thy troops 
To wafte our lands, and to aflfault yon city. 
Till time be giv'n for mild and righteous meafures. 
Grant us but one year's truce : mean-while thou mayft> 
With honour and advantage to both nations. 
Between us mediate a perpetual peace. 

Cor. Alas ! my mother I that were granting alL 

Vet. Canft thou refufe me fuch a juft petition. 
The firft requeft thy mother ever made thee ? 
Canft thou to her intreaties, pray'rs, and tears. 
Prefer a favage obftinate revenge? 
Have love and nature loft all pow'r within thee ? 

Cor, No, — in my heart they reign as ftrong as ever. 
Come, I conjure you, quit ungrateful Rome j 
Come, and complete my happinefs at Antium, 
You, and my dear Volumnia— There, Veturia,. 
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There (hall you fee with what rcfpedt the Volfci 
WiJl treat tfie wife and mother of their gen'ral. 

Vet, Treat me thyfelf with more refpect, my ion j 
Nor dare to fliock my ears ¥^th ilich propofals. 
Shall I defert my country, I who- come 
To plead her caufe ? Ah no! A grave in Rome 
- Would better pleafe me, than a throne at Antium. 
How haft thou thus forfaken all my precepts ? 
How hail thou" dius foi^t thy love to Rome ? 
O Coriolanus, when with hotlile arms. 
With fire and fword, you enter'd on our borders, 
Did not the foft'rtng air, that breathes around us, 
Allay thy guilty fury, and inftil 
A certain mitivc fweetnefs thro* thy foul ? 
Did not your heart thus mu^mur to itfclf ? 
«• Thefe walls contain whatever can command 
«* Refped from virtue, or is dear to nature, 
«* The monuments of piety and valour, 
" The fculptur'd forms, the trophies rf my fathers, 
♦< My houfhold gods, my mothfcr, wife, and children !'* 
Cor. Ah ! you fcduce me with too tender views !— 
Thefe walls contain the moft corrupt of men, 
A bafe feditious herd ; who trample order, 
Diftindlon, juftice, laws, beneath their feet, 
Infolent foes to worth, the foes of virtue I 

Vet. Thou haft not thence a right to lift thy kmd 
Againft the whole community, which forms 
Thy ever-facrcd -country — That confifts 
Not of coeval citizens alone : 
It knoxvs no bounds j it has a retroipc^ 
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To ages paft ; it looks on thofe to come ; 

And gral'ps of ail the genVal worth and virtue. 

Suppol'e, my fon, that I to thee had been 

A harfh obdurate parent, ev'n unjuft : 

How would the monflrous thought with horror ftrike 

thee. 
Of plunging, from revenge, thy raging ftcel 
Into her breaft^ who nurs'd thy infant years ! — 

Cor. Rome is no more ! that Rome which nurs'd my 
youth ; 
That Rome, conduced by patrician virtue. 
She is no more ! My fwofd fhall now chaftiie 
Thefe fons of pride and dirt ! Her upftart tyrants ! 
Who have debased the nobleft ftate on earth 
Into a fordid democratic faftion. 
Why will my mother join her cauie to theirs ? 

Vet. Forbid it, Jove I ^hat I fhould e'er diftinguifh 
My int'reft from the gcn'ral caufe of Rome ; 
Or live to fee a foreign hodile arm 
Reform th' abufcs of our land of freedom. Z^atifirtg*^ 
But 'tis in vain, I find, te reafon more, 
fs there no way to reach thy filial heart. 
Once fam'd as much for piety as courage ? 
Oft haft thou juftly triumpli'd, Coriolanus ; 
Now yield one triumph to thy widow'd mother; 
And fend me back amidft the loud acclaims. 
The grateful tranfports of deliver'd Rome, 
The happiell far, the moft renown'd of women ! 

Cor* Why, why, Veturia, wilt lliou plead in vain? 
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Tul. I4fid^ /* Volu/tus.1 See, fee, Volufitts, hoV 
the ftrong emotious 
Of powerful nature (hake his inmoft foul ! 
See how they tear him. — If he long refifts them. 
He is a god, - or fometbing worfe than man. 

V(tt. O Marcius, Msircius ! cand thou t^eat me thus^ 
Cand thou complain of Rome's ingratitude. 
Yet be to me fo cruelly ungrateful ? 
To me! who. anxious rear'd thy youth to glory ? 
Whofe only joy, thefe many years, has been. 
To boaft that Coriolanus was my fon ? 
And doft thou then renounce me for thy mother? 
Spurn me before thefe chiefs, before thcfe ibldlersy 
That weep thy (lubbbrn cruelty ? Art thou 
The hardeft man to me in this affembly I 
Look at me ! Speak ! 

JiPaufingy during ivhich he appears 
in great agitation,'^ 
Still doft thou turn away ? 
Inexorable, filent ? — Then, behold me, 
Behold thy mother, at whofe feet thou oft 
Has kneei'd with fondncfs, kneeling now at thin«» 
Wetting thy ftern tribunal with her tears. 

Cor. \_Raifes her.'} Veturia, rife. I cannot fee thee thus* 
It is a fight uncomely, to behold 
My mother at my feet, and that to urge 
A fuit, relentlefs honour muR refufe. 

yolum. [^Advancing.'} Since> OoriolanuS| thou doft 
flill retain, 
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In fpitc of all thy mother now has pleaded. 
Thy dreadful purpofe, ah ! how much in vain 
Were it for me to join my Aipplications ! 
The voice of thy Volumnia, once fo {leafing ; 
How (hall it hope to touch the huiband's heart, . 
When proof againd the tears of inch a garcnt ? 
I dare not urge what to thy mother thou 
So firmly haft denyM— But I muft weep*— 
Muft weep, if not thy harfh feverity. 
At leaft thy fituatioii. O permit me 

{Taking his iandi^ 
To flied my gufhing tears upon thy hand I 
To prefs it with the cordial lips <£ love! 
And take my laft farewel ! 

Cor. Yet, yet, my ford. 
Be firm, and perfevcre— - 

Folum* Ah, Corroianus! 
Is then this hand, this hand to me devoted. 
The pledge of nuptial love, that has fo long 
Protend, blefs'd, and IhelterM us with kindnd^, 
Now lifted up againft us ? Yet J love it, 
An^ with fubmiflive veneration, bow 
Beneath th' s^dtion which it heaps upon us. 
But, O ! what nobler tranJtports would it give thee I 
What joy beyond expreffion ! couldft thou onq^- 
Surmount the furious ftorm of fierce revenge. 
And yield thee to the charms of love and mercy. 
Oh make the glorious trial ! 

Cor. Mother! wtfcl 
Are all the powers of mature leagued ag^i^ me f 

Vol. IV. X 
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I cannot !— will not f— Leave nie* my Volumnia! 

Volum, WcU, I obey— How bitter tbus to parti 
Upon fuch terms to part ! pertiaps for ever !— 
But tell me, ere 1 hence unroot my feet, 
\Vlien to my lonely home I fhall retnra, 
What from their father to our little flaves, 
Unconfcious of the (hame ta which you doom them. 
What (hall I fay ? . IPau/agc he highly agitaiedJi 
Nay, tell me, Coridanus ! 

Cor. Tell thee! What fhaii I t^l thee? See tbcfr 
tears t 
Thefe tears will tell thee what exceeds the powV 
Of words to fpeak, whate'er the ioAy the httibaadf 
And father, in one complicated pang. 
Can feel — But leave me ; ev'n ia pky leave! 
Ceafe, ceafe, to torture me, my dear Volumnia! 
You only tear my heart ; but cannot fhake it : 
For by th' immortal gods, the dread avengers 
Of broken faith!— 

Volum* \JCneirtng.'\ Oh f\vear not, Coriolaims! 
Oh vow not oup dellnidion ! 

Vet. Daughter, rife* 
J.ct us no more before the VolfciaB people 
Eypofc ourfelvcs a fpe<^c]e of (hame* '^. 

It is in vain we try to melt a breaft. 
That to the beft affe^ons nature gives tis, 
Prefers the >^'orft— -Hear me, proud nti^n ! I have 
A heart as ftout as thine. I can^c not hither 
To be fent back rejefted, baffled, fh^'dt 
Hatefsil to Rouae, bqcaufe I an) t]iy ipothir : 
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A Roman matron knows^ in fi^d^ extremes^ 
What part to take — And thus I came provided. 

\Pra^ing'from under her robe a <Ligga\'\ 
Go ! barb'rous fon ! Go i donblc parricide ! 
Ru(h o'er my corfe to thy belov'd revenge ! , 

Tread on the bleeding bread of her to whom 
Thou ow'ft thy life !-^Loy thy firft vi<5lim. 

Gor. Ha ! , {Seizing her bandJ^ 

What doft thoii mean ? 

Vet. To die» while Rome is free ; 
To feize the moment ere thou art her tyrant. 

Cor. O ofe thy pow'r more juftly ! Set not thut 
My treach'rous heart in arms agaii^ my reafon. 
Here! here! thy dagger will be well eroploy'd j 
Strike here ! and reconcile my fighting duties. 

Fef. Off!— Set me free !— Thinkft thou that grafp 
wnich binds 
My feeble hand« can fetter too my will ? 
No, my proud fon ! Thou canft not make me live. 
If Rome muft fail ! — No powV on earth can do it ! 

Cor. Pity me, gen'rous Volfci !— You are men—* 
Muft it then be ?-— Confufion ! — Do I yield ? 
What is it ? Is it weakneis ? Is it virtue ?-— 
Well!— 

Fet. What? Speak! 

Con O no !— my ftifled words refufe 
A paflage to the throes that wring my heart. 

Fet. Nay, if thou yieldeft, yield like Coriolaausi 
And w hat thou doft, do nobly t 
X a 
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Cor. X^Utffng her. hafidJ} There ! — 'Tis done ! — 
Thine is the triumphy Nature ! 
[To Veturia sn a ionu tone of voice*'^ Ah! Veturia! 
Rome by thy aid is fav'd— but thy fon loft. 

Vet* He never can be loft, who faves his country. 

Cor. \Turtting to the Roman ladies*^ Ye matrons^ 
guardians of the Roman fafety, 
You to the fcnate may report this anfwer. 
\Vc grant the truce you aik. But on thcfe terms x 
That Rome, mean-timci ihall to a peace agrees 
Fair, equaJ, juft, and fuch as may fecure 
The fafety, rights, and honour of the Volfci. 

• [To the troops*^ 

Volfci^ we raife the fiege. Go, and prepare. 
By the fir ft da\vn, for your return to Antrum. 

[ //s the troops retire f and Corhlanus 
turns to the Roman ladles ;] 

Tul \To Volufius aftde.'] 'Tis as we wifti'd, Volufius 

To your ftation. 
But mark me well — ^Till thou (halt hear my call, 
J charge thee not to ftir. One offer more 
My honour bids me make to this proud man. 
Before we ftrike the blow — If he rejeds it. 
His blood be on his head. 

VoL Well ! I obey you. [He goes ouf,^ ' 

Cor. Be it thy care, Galefus, that a fafeguard 
Attend thefe noble matrons back to Rome* 
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S C E ^£ 11." 

CoRIOLAKUSy TULLUS.- 

C^. I plainly, Tullus, bjr your looks diicerpii 
You difapprove my coadu^- 

TuL Caius Marcius^ . 
I mean not to ailail thee With the clamour 
Of loud reproaches,, and the war of words |. 
Buty pride apart,^^ and all that can pervert 
The light of ftcady reafon> h«re; to make 
A candid fair propofaL 

Cor^ Speak- I hear thee» 

TuL I need not tell thee, that I have perform'<i 
My utnioft promife*^ Thou hall been proteded ;. 
Haft had thy ampleft, mod ambitious wifh : 
Thy wounded pride is heal'd, thy dear revenge 
Completely f^ed ;. and^ to crown thy fortune. 
At the fame time^ thy peace with Rome reftor'd- 
Thou art np more a Volfcian, but a Roman. 
Return^ return ; thy duty calls upon tbee>. 
Still to proted the city thou hail iay'd : 
It ftiU may be in danger from our arms.. 

Cor^ In&>lent man. Is this thy fair propofal T 

TuL Be patient — Hear me fpcat— ^I have already? 
From Rome proteded thee ;. now from the Volfci, 
From their juft vengeance, I will ftill protedt thee*. 
Retire. I will take care thou mayft with fafety. 

Corf With faftty ?— H^av'ns !— And thinkft. thoii 
^ Coriolanus 
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vV^ill Gioop to ^hec for fafety ? No ! my fafeguard 

Is in myfelf, a bofom vmik^i blame. 

And the great gods, protedors of th& jufl. — 

O *tis an adk of cowardice and bafcnels. 

To feize. the very time my hands were fetter'd. 

By the ftrong chain of foriyi^r obligations. 

The fafe fure moment to infult me. — Gods I 

Were 1 now free, as on that day I was^ 

When at Corioli I tam'd thy pride,. 

This had not been. 

TuL Thou fpeakft the truth : it had not* 
O for that time again ! Propitious gods. 
If you will blefs me, grant it 1 — Know, for that. 
For that dear purpofe, I have now propos'd 
Thou {hooldft return. I pray thee, Marcius, do it I 
And we lluill meet again on nobler terms* 

Cor, When to the Volfci I have cleared my faith^ 
Doubt not I ftall find means to meet thee nobly. 
We then our gen'rous quarrel may decide 
In the bright front of fome embattled field, 
And not in private brawls, like fierce barbarians. 

TuL Thou canft not hope acquittal from the Volicu 

Cor. I do : — Nay more, expedl their approbation^ 
Their thanks ! I will obtain them fuch a peace 
As thou durft never aik ; a perfeA union 
Of their whole nation with imperial Rome 
In ^U her privileges, all her rights. 
By the juft gods, I will ! What wouldft thou more ? 

Tul. What would I more 1 Proud Roman ? Jim I 
would; 
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Fire the curft foreft where theie Roirair wolves 

Haunt and infeft their nobler neighbours round them; 

Extirpate from the bofom of this land 

A faife perfidious people, who, beneath 

The mafk of freedom, are a combination 

Againft the liberty of human-kind, 

The genuine feed of outlaws and of robbers. 

Cor. The feed of gods ! — 'Tis not for thce^ vaiK 
boafter ! 
'Tis not for fuch as thou, fo often fpar'd 
By her vi^orious fword, to talk of Rome, 
But with refpe^ and.awful veneration. 
Whate'er her blots, whatever her giddy faflions, 
There is more virtue in one fmgle year 
jOf Roman ftory, than your Volfcian annals . 

Can boaft thro' all your creeping dark duration ! i 
Ttd. I thank thy rage* This full difplays the traitor- 
Cor. Ha ! traitor ! 

Tul. Firft, to thy own country, traitor !' 
• And traitor, now, to mine ! 
Car. Ye heav'nly pow'rs [ 
I (hall break loofe — My rage — But let us part- 
Left my rafli hand Ihould do a hafty deed 
My cooler thought forbids. 
7a/. Begone — Return" — 
To head the Roman troops. I grant thee quittance 
Full and complete of all thofe obligation* 
Thou haft fo oft infultingly complain'd 
Fette^-'d thy hands^ They now are free. I court 
The worft thy fword can do j whilft thou from me 
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Haft nothing to expei^^ but fiare deftru^ion. 

Qntt then this hoftiie camp. Once more I tell thee;*. 

Thou art not here one fingle boor hi hf&tjJ 

Con Thinkft thou to fright me hence ? 

Tu/. Thou will not thei> ? 
Thou wilt not take th? faftty which I oflfer ? 

Cor. Till I have c|ear'd my honour in your coonciip 
And prov'd before them all, to thy con&iion» 
The falihood of thy charge ; as foon in battle 
I would before thee ily» aqd howl for mercy. 
As quit the ftation they have here affigii'd mc^ 
,Tul. Volufius! Hoal 

SCENE III. 

Ti/i&^w VoLUSivs, and confplratorsi *wUh their fwordr 
dranun.r 

Tul Seize and fecnre the traitor I 

Cor. \^Laying his hand upon his fnuord*'} Who dare's* 

approach me,, dies i 
VoL J>ic thou \ 

[y/r Coriqianuj dranas his fword^ Volu-^ 

Jius and the cgnffirators rujh upon ancf' 

fiah him. Tullus Jianding h^^ nuithout' 

having dranun bis fword.'\ 

Cor. \Endeavouring to free himfelf.'\ Off I — Villains I' 

IFaliing.^^ 
O murdVing fl^ves ! Aflaflinating cpwards ! [Dieul, 
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S C E N E IV. 

V/fo;i the no'tfc gf the tumult^ enter haft ily to them Galefus, 
the other deputies of the Volfcian ftates^ officers^ friends 
of Corklanus% and Titus, naith a large band offoldieri^ 

GaL [y/r he enters^'] Arc we a nation nil'd by laws, 
or fiiry ? 
How! whence this tumult?— ^ C-P^^^^O 

Gods ! what^do I fee ? 
The noble Marcius flain ! 

TuL You fee a traitor 
Punilh'd as he deferv'd, the Roman yoke 
That thraird us broken, and the Volfci free ! 

GaL Hear me, great Jove! Hear, all you injur'l 
pow'rs . 
Of friendfliip, hofpitality, and faith ! 
By that heroic blood, which from the ground 
Reeking to you for vengeance cries, I fwear ! 
This impious breach of your eternal laws, 
This dar'ng. outrage on the Vollcian honour. 
Shall find In me a rigorous avenger ! 
On the fcune earth, polluted by their crime, 
I will not live with thefe unpunifli'd ruffians ! 

Tul. This deed is mine : I claim it all ! — ^Thefc men, 
Thefe valiant men, were but my inftruments. 
To punifh him who to our face betrayed us. 
We Ihall not fear to anfwer to the Volfci, 
In a full council of the Hates at Antium, 
The glorious charge of having ftabbM their traitor f 
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Gal. Titus, till then fecurc them. 

{Tullus and cof^lrators are ted offt\ 
\Galefiu^ fiandlng over the body of CorUlcmus^ ^ir § 

Jhort pau/ef proceeds J^ 
Volfcian fathers. 

And ye brave foldiers, fee an awful fcene. 
Demanding ferious folemn meditntion. 
This man was once the glory of his age. * 
Difinterefled, juft, with ev'ry virtue 
Of civil life adorn'd, in arms unequall'd. 
His only blot was this; that, much provoked, 
He rais'd his vengeful arm againft his country. 
And, lo ! the righteous gods have now chaflis'd ]un)» 
Ev'n by the bands of tjiofe for whom he fought. 

Whatever priyate views and padions plead, 
No caufe can juflify fcTWdii^^ccd • 
Th-.fe, when the angry tempeft ,._ 
May darken reafon, and her courfe com. 
But when the profpedl clears, her ftartled .vc^ 
Muft from the treacherous gulf with horror fly 
On whofe wild wave, by ftormy paffions toft. 
So many haplefs wretches have been loft. 
Then be this truth the ftar by which we fteer 
Jthve ourfclves our Country Jbould be dear. 



TbcZndofth Ftjih4a. 
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EPILOGUE. 

\ 

Spoken by Mrs. Woffington. 

Tl^RLL ! gsntkmeu / and ar» j^iti fiiUfo vaiM 
To treat aur fox vjHk arrogant dkfdain / 
' ^nd think, to you alone by partial H8a%^» 
Superior fenfe and fov^ reign pomfr are giv*ft. 
When in the Jk.r^ tol4 to-nighl, youfendy 
With ivhat a houndlefs fway tue rule the mindy 
And by a fenu foft 'words of ours, *tuith eafo, 
r' Can turn the proudeji hearts jujl 'where loe pledfa P 
\jf an old mother had fuch po'w'rful charms, 
^^^Ulop a Jiuhborn Romanes conquering arms — 
5y> ^t and fiat efmen of the fo days, imth you 
hink you 'would a fair young miflrefs do f 
h my grave difccurfe and 'wrinkled face, 
> fould hring a hero to dijgj^ce, 

h/blutely may I hope to reign 
%m turned t6 9ny o'wn Jhape aga\nl 
r, I 'will ufe my empire 'well ; 
' / have a certain magic fpell 
f tongue, or 'wit, or Jhape, or eyes^ 
m fubdue the Jlrong, and fool the nvifef 
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Be not alarmed; I nvIU not interfere 

In ftate-affalrsi nor undertake to fieer 

The helm of government — as ixfe are told 

Thefe female politicians did of old: 

Such dangerous heights I never tuifh^d to clifnb'^ 

Thank heav*n J better can employ my time-r^ 

jijk you to ivhat my ponifr I fhall apply ? 

To make my fuhjeEis hleji^ is my reply. 

My purpofes are gracious ally and kind; 

Some may he told — and fome may be divir^d: 

Cnef 'which at prefent I have ntoji at hearty 

To you nvithout referve Imuft imparts 

It is n^ fov* reign ^tvill'-^Hear and obey-^ 

That you 'with candour treat this Orphan Plaf. 



• Tht End of the Fouxth Voitme. 
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